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THE EMIGRANTS 


if 


It was a hot day in summer, and they were building a 
new house for the farm-hands at Dyrendal. The yellow 
timber walls had risen nearly to the level of the roof, and 
in a few days, when the roof was on, the colonel would have 
to stand the men a bottle or two, to celebrate the event.2 
At the moment, only three men were chopping and hammer- 
ing up aloft. You could see the head and shoulders of 
Kal Skaret, a middle-aged crofter with a little tuft of red 
beard under his chin; also Morten Kvidal, the best joiner 
in the parish, young though he was. And the man who was 
just laying another log on the top of the wall was Ola Vatne, 
a fair-haired young fellow in the twenties, with a ruddy 
complexion and merry light-blue eyes. 

Ola Vatne was singing softly to himself. He was not a 
carpenter, but the colonel had taken it into his head that 
he ought to learn carpentering. He had first come to the 
colonel’s farm, many years before, as goatherd; now he was 
farm servant, as well as fiddler, singer, and bootlegger; a 
favorite with every one, above all with the girls. As he stood 
up there he had a fine view of the world, with the wide 
fiord in front of the snow-streaked mountains in the west, 
then nearer at hand the cluster of farms in the level fields 
around the church, and finally, quite close, the shining lake 
just at the foot of the hills leading to Dyrendal. 

1A Norwegian building custom. As soon as the roof of a new 
house is on, it is decorated with garlands and the owner is expected 
to give the workmen a gratuity.—Translator. 
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Summer everywhere—and it took less than that to make 
a man sing! Were not the birds singing as they darted 
hither and thither above the roofs of the farm-houses? 
Did not the cow-bells tinkle as the herd grazed along the 
slopes? And did not the girls hum a tune when they ran 
across the yard to fetch an apronful of shavings? Why, even 
that poor penniless devil Kal was grinning up at the sun, 
in the best of spirits! And there went the tall figure of the 
gray-haired colonel, striding across the yard to the white- 
painted house; who knows?—perhaps even he was humming 
to himself on the quiet. 

Ah, there was Miss Else coming up from the garden! 
The wind was ruffling her dark hair; she had on a pale- 
blue overall and was carrying a basket filled with the first 
ripe red currants. “Hullo,” she called up, “would you like 
a taste?” And, holding up a bunch in her hand, she forth- 
with flung it at Ola, who just managed to catch it. At the 
same time she sent him a coy little glance, showing her 
pretty white teeth in a smile, then mounted the steps to the 
kitchen entrance and disappeared. People said that the real 
manager of the farm was not the colonel but his twenty-year- 
old daughter, though nobody really knew much about what 
went on in the bosom of the master’s family. 

“See what it is to have a sweetheart,” observed Morten, 
with a wink. 

“Sweetheart.” Ola went on with his work. Sweetheart 
indeed, when he came from a beggarly little farm on the up- 
lands, and she was the daughter of the colonel at Dyrendal! 
Think of all the schools she had been to, and all the 
countries she had traveled in! Ay, and she was good-looking, 
too, so that folks stopped to stare when she drove up to the 
church. Ola’s sweetheart indeed! But when he had had a 
drop too much, he did not altogether mind being teased. 
He would even wink knowingly, not exactly denying it. 
What about that time when he was minding the goats? 


The Emigrants 5 


Was n’t she out with him day after day? And last summer 
while the colonel was away—did not the two of them drive 
together to the forest to get firewood? And how did they 
spend the time when they so often went out on the fiord to 
fish? Ola was not to be drawn out, and never gave away 
anything; but if any one went too far, there was a row. 

Yet people would go on talking about them. There was 
no denying that Ola was a handsome fellow; the girls called 
him “pretty-face.” But he was none too steady, and he lost 
his head altogether when he played cards; he would gamble 
away all he owned—his money, his watch, and even the 
clothes he was wearing. Out at sea he would sail like a 
madman. If he went hunting he forgot all about his work, 
and he would follow the track of a bear for a week at a 
time. 

The very idea of the colonel’s daughter ... and him! 

Now they were whittling shavings off the timbers, using 
a plane when necessary. Shavings lay thick on the ground, 
both outside and inside the walls; the hot air drew out 
their pungent scent; they seemed to curl themselves up and 
simply beg for a match! Ola looked down at all this in- 
flammable material; a single spark would—h’m! Queer how 
his eyes kept on being drawn down to all those shavings; it 
seemed almost as if they wanted him to do something, as 
if they were crying for his help, and telling him how they 
longed to shoot up in a blaze. Ola experienced a sudden 
craving to light his pipe; but he must n’t do that, the colonel 
had absolutely forbidden it. 

Why, there was the colonel himself standing on the steps, 
his long pipe reaching down almost to his waist, bareheaded, 
with his big gray mustache bristling on each side of his face. 
“Ola!” he called. 

“Yes, sir.” The young fellow straightened up as if he 
were standing at attention, although he had not yet done 
his military service. 
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“When you have finished, this evening, come to my study.” 

“Yes, sir,’ answered Ola. The colonel turned and went 
in again. 

Everything seemed so quiet all of a sudden. They went 
on chopping, sawing, and hammering as before, but neither 
of the other men said anything more to Ola. They all 
seemed to feel that this summons boded him no good. 

In the evening, when Ola pulled off his cap and stepped 
into the study, the colonel was sitting at his writing-table, 
looking at a book. He now removed his glasses, fixed his 
eyes on the other, and cleared his throat. “Ola Vatne, what 
wages do I owe you?” 

“Oh, only for the last quarter.” 

“In other words, five dollars. If I am not mistaken, 
you ’ve already had the clothes and boots which go with the 
wages. Well, here is ten dollars for you. And you will 
leave this evening.” Ola stood in a daze. He could make 
nothing of it. “I don’t say you have done anything wrong. 
And I don’t want it said that you were kicked out. You 
can invent some plausible reason or other. Only, you have 
got to leave this evening.” 

“Yes, sir,” stammered Ola, staring at the wall. 

“T hope youll get on well. Good-by, my lad.” 

Ola stumbled out. He looked about him. Strange to see 
the farm swept clean of folks, like this! His two mates had 
gone home. There was nobody about, nobody to feel at all 
sorry for him. No signs of Else. But as he passed the steps 
up to the kitchen door he seemed to hear tittering inside. 
So they were making sport of his being kicked out! 

In the old building where the farm-hands were housed he 
changed from his working-clothes to his Sunday best, shoul- 
dered the small wooden chest containing all his worldly 
goods, and took his departure. As he made his way along 
the road it seemed to him that mocking laughter was drench- 
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ing his back like driving spray; it came from the other 
farm-hands, from the girls in the kitchen, perhaps from Else 
herself. When he reached the slopes above the farm he 
turned off the path, flung himself down on the heather, 
and lay there gazing vacantly before him. So much for 
the master. So much.for Else. And now he would be the 
laughing-stock of everybody for the rest of his life. 

He remembered that in his chest he had a full half-pint 
of spirits. Hastily unearthing it, he drew the cork, and put 
the little bottle to his lips. The first gulp did not help 
much. It only warmed him. The second made the world 
look a good deal brighter. When the bottle was quite empty, 
he raised his eyes and broke into foolish laughter. .. . 

At bedtime Else went in to her father with the usual 
evening glass of toddy, and a scene ensued. When at last 
she came out again, any one could see that she had been 
erying. The girls in the kitchen exchanged glances. The 
colonel had shown who was master this time, at any rate. 

That night a fire broke out. The carpenters must have 
been careless about matches, after all, for the farm foreman, 
who was roused first, reported that it began in the new 
building. The farm was quickly in a commotion. Men and 
women hurried to and fro with buckets of water. The 
colonel, bareheaded and in his shirt sleeves, did his best to 
direct the work; tarpaulins were wetted and spread over the 
main building, but the stable and cow-house were burned 
down. All next day the smoke went on rising from the scene 
of the big fire. 

A fire on a large farm always sends a thrill through 
the whole neighborhood. People began to talk. Was it a 
case of arson? The colonel shook his head and expressed 
no opinion. He had never been one to say too much—at 
any rate to common folks. But three or four days after 
this the red-bearded foreman rode up to Ola Vatne’s little 
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home among the hills. Tethering his horse outside, he 
entered. He had a knapsack on his back. “God bless the 
house !” 

Ola sat indoors, making a broom; his father was patch- 
ing a pair of boots and his mother was spinning. The fore- 
man was cdmically bow-legged, and his hair and beard were 
very shaggy. He sat a while, chatting about things in 
general. 

“That there fire were a bad business,” observed the old 
man, looking up from the boot he was mending. 

“Mercy on us, yes!” the old woman quavered, stopping her 
wheel for a moment. 

At this juncture the foreman opened his knapsack and 
produced a bulky volume. A Bible, leather-bound, with 
copper clasps—whatever did he want with that? “Ola,” he 
said, stepping across the floor to where the lad was sitting, 
“ean you put your hand on this Bible and swear that you 
didn’t set fire to the farm?” 

Ola sprang up; his father,got to his feet, but his mother 
looked ready to faint. Dead silence fell in the little room, 
broken only by the steady ticking of the clock on the wall. 
The foreman was still holding out the big Bible. “You hear 
what I say, Ola. Can you put your hand on God’s Word 
here, and swear that you are innocent?” 

Deathly pale, Ola stammered, “Wh-what the devil is this 
foolery ?” 

The foreman persisted. “Swear, Ola. If you deny it 
with your hand on the Book, we’ll believe you.” 

But the hands of the other hung limply at his sides. 
He tried to raise first his right, then his left hand; but no, 
they would not budge. At length he managed to lift his 
right hand, but it was only to pass it across his forehead. 

“Well, well!” the foreman said. He stepped back, replaced 
the book in his knapsack, bade them good-by, and rode off 
down the hill. “Ola!” whispered his mother, her eyes fixed 
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on his face. “Ola!” echoed his father, still standing there 
with his spectacles on and his awl in his hand. But the boy 
only stared blankly, in a cold sweat. Clearly, their next 
visitor would be the sheriff. 

But next morning when the sheriff drove into the yard 
with his assistant and a pair of handcuffs, he found only 
the old people. He questioned, coaxed, and threatened. 
But truth is truth. The old couple could but repeat that 
the lad had made off the night before; and where he was 
going to, they doubted if even he, himself, knew. 

The hunt for Ola Vatne gave the country-side plenty to 
talk about. The sheriff and his man searched the mountain 
farms and seters, the woods and the fields; they carried a 
pistol and handcuffs, but they could not catch Ola, for all 
that. Rumors fley from farm to farm. At last they had 
tun him to earth! No, that was all a lhe. But what about 
the goatherd who saw him in the mountains? Yes, three 
days ago. But the woods and mountains stretched far and 
wide, and it was summer-time. How did he get food? 
Would he dare to go near any of the seters? Days and 
weeks passed, and still he was at large. The sheriff went 
on with his search, and by and by a reward was offered to 
any one who could apprehend Ola Vatne. 

Then one night there was a fire at the sheriff’s place. It 
was only his smithy, but rumor confidently asserted that this, 
too, was Ola’s doing. Evidently he wanted to provoke the 
sheriff, to take a rise out of him. And before long the busy- 
bodies were spreading the news that Ola had told a goatherd 
in the forest that he would n’t be satisfied until every farm 
in the parish was in ashes. 

That put everybody on the qui vive. There was hardly 
a house now where the inmates dared to sleep at night. 
At the parsonage and at the houses of the sheriff and the 
high sheriff, a man with a gun was stationed to keep watch. 
The Brandts at Lindegaard had two crofters on guard all 
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night, armed with rifles. The scare was infectious; there 
was hardly a farm where one did not hear wary steps 
patrolling in the dead of night. What if he came here 
next ? 

How bright the fiord looked, these soft, light nights! 
To the east the fir-clad hills showed blue against the higher 
mountains behind; that was where they were looking for 
Ola now. Maybe they had shot and wounded him like a 
hunted wolf, so that his blood left a red track on the heather 
as he fled from his pursuers. Perhaps he had crept in 
among the boulders or hidden in a cave, to die there like a 
wounded bear. Ola, whom all knew and virtually every one 
liked! Ola, whose playing would set the very stocks and 
stones capering; who could sing and tell droll stories in a 
way that would make even the dead rise and laugh! And 
suppose he was n’t guilty, after all. 

Meanwhile the sheriff had got some soldiers to help in 
his search. They went about with loaded rifles. The 
sheriffs in the adjoining districts also were out with guns and 
handcuffs, looking for Ola, who might have escaped thither. 
New stories spread like wild-fire: now the soldiers had pur- 
sued him up such and such a hill; he had taken to his heels 
and they had fired at him, but he had got away. So the 
hunt went on from day to day. 

A girl was sitting on a tussock in the woods, eating her 
Junch, while the- cattle lay around her, chewing the cud. 
Suddenly she was startled by the sound of a man’s voice: 
“You there, will you let me have your food?” A _ wild- 
looking bearded figure stepped out of the undergrowth, and 
she gave him all she had. He laughed. “Tell them down 
on the farms that Ola Vatne is up here now, if they want 
him. My lair’s a bit farther north on this slope, you can 
say.” And he disappeared again among the trees. 

Far in among the farm lands lay the fiord, midnight- 
blue and shining. A man ran out of the wood, looked about 
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him, and saw that the valley was asleep. Putting his shoul- 
der to a boat lying on the shore, he pushed it into the 
water, jumped in, and rowed away. Safe. Out in the 
middle of the fiord drowsed a schooner with hanging sails. 
He rowed alongside. “Ship ahoy! Do you need a hand?” 
“That depends,” answered the skipper. The man made fast 
to one of the shrouds and climbed on board. ‘Where’s this 
boat bound for?” “Denmark.” All right, he’d been at 
sea before. Down in the men’s cabin he was given some 
meat and potatoes, which he devoured ravenously. He was 
tree—safe. 

But a few hours later, when the skipper had turned in 
and one of the sailors was minding the helm, the man 
jumped overboard; he could not resist the temptation to go 
back. To be hunted was such sport. To show them a 
clean pair of heels while the rifles were cracking away 
among the hills; to hide; to slink like a fox into a cave, 
and fool them into standing outside to smoke him out, while 
he slipped away by another opening; to give people a fright 
in one place while they were hunting for him in quite an- 
other—why, it beat even a wedding! He simply had to re- 
turn and go on with the game. 

Now, strange as it may seem, the hotter the pursuit be- 
came, the more people began to pity him. Poor boy, they 
said; a shame that the authorities should go shooting at one 
of the lads of the parish as if he were so much vermin! 
And Ola, too, with whom they had chatted so pleasantly 
time and again! 

The summer passed, and still they had not caught him. 
The sheriff swore, but persevered. The colonel shook his 
head if any one ventured to allude to it. And now the 
neighbors were saying that his daughter Else was ill in 
bed the greater part of the time. But folks still stayed up 
at night as a precaution, and when the dark autumn eve- 
nings set in it was dangerous to go near a farm. At the 
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slightest sound the watchers would raise their guns and 
take aim. 

Then came a rumor that Ola had been taken at last. 
Not by the soldiers or the sheriff, however, but by two 
woodcutters who had gone into an empty seter to cook their 
dinner. There they had found him lying on the ground, 
ragged, emaciated, nothing but skin and bones, almost un- 
recognizable. 

“Now then, Ola, up you get!” He went with them 
quietly, but they had to give him some food first. 

One day the Dyrendal crofters were shocking corn when 
one of them stopped and stared at the road. “Here they 
come!” he said. The six men strolled out into the road, and 
stood there waiting. 

First came the sheriff himself in a cariole; and he being 
one of “the quality,” they took off their hats to him. Be- 
hind him came a cart with a plank across it, and on this 
sat Ola Vatne, handcuffed, with a man on each side of him. 
He sat there chatting quite unconcernedly with them both. 
And, strange to say, the crofters took off their hats to him 
too, just as if he also had been one of the quality. 

Ola turned his head to look at them, and tried to smile. 
Whereupon his old mates waved their hats to him. But the 
foreman stopped the cart, and went up to it just to shake 
hands with him. In doing so he surreptitiously slipped a 
little note into his hand. Then they drove on. 

During the trial the colonel was called as a witness. The 
stern old soldier felt a queer lump in his throat when he 
caught sight of his former farm-boy between two policemen. 
Ola had confessed. But the colonel sang his praises warmly, 
and went so far as to describe the whole affair as a boyish 
prank. If he had his way, he said, the lad would be let 
off altogether. The magistrates hemmed and exchanged 
glances. But it may have been due partly to his recom- 
mendation that Ola got only one year’s imprisonment. 
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Late one evening, after the colonel had gone to bed, the 
door opened and his daughter entered. “Father,” she said, 
i *m afraid I must tell you something you won’t like to 

ear.” 

“Well, what now?” He groped for the matches to light 
a candle, but she took the match-box away from him and 
sat down on the edge of the bed. 

“T wanted to say that the people who had have sent 
Ola Vatne to prison must not be allowed to ruin him alto- 
gether.” 

“Hise, what do you mean by that?” He strained his eyes 
to catch sight of her face in the darkness. 

“J, mean that I have made up my mind to marry him 
when he comes out.” 

The colonel sank a little farther down on his pillow. 
There was a pause. At last: “Tell me, child, are you walk- 
ing in your sleep?” 

“T have thought it over well, Father. It is my fault 
quite as much as his. And if he wants me, we will go so 
far away that we shall not bring any disgrace upon you. 
That is what I wanted to say.” She passed her hand. 
caressingly over his brow and left him. 

“Else!” her father called after her, sitting up in bed. 
But she slipped quietly out of the room and closed the door 
behind her. He heard her footfalls die away in the distance. 


II 


The steamer had dropped Morten Kvidal at the end of 
the promontory, and now with the fiord behind and the 
farmsteads in front of him he was striding briskly up the 
hill toward the woods and marshes around Lindegaard. He 
was a young fellow of four or five and twenty, dressed in 
dark homespun and a brown plush * hat and carrying a knap- 
sack on his back. His beardless face was less tanned than 
one might have expected it to be at a time when the spring 
farm work was in full swing; but then, he had been in town 
all the winter, working as a joiner. 

Whitsuntide had come very early this year; the spinneys 
on the hills were only just tinged with pale green, while 
the bare fields still looked black and smelled of manure. 
Just now, when the snow mountains in the west beyond the 
fiord were flushed in the sunset glow, the farmsteads seemed 
to be melting away in a bluish haze, with their windows 
aflame. When Morten reached the outskirts of the wood and 
caught sight of the lake lying in the midst of the farm lands, 
he stopped involuntarily. How strange it felt to come home 
after being away for so long! As though everything he saw 
were standing and calling to him, “You are one of our own.” 
The hills, the lake, the farms, were all saying, “Welcome 
home.” He pushed his hat back from his forehead, turned 
to look this way and that, and forgot all about where he 
was going. His soul became merged in the landscape whence 
it had sprung. 

Roundabout him lay the big farms, with their brightly 
painted red and white buildings. And up on the heights 

1 Broad-brimmed hats made of plush were formerly worn by the 


peasants of Norway.—Translator. 
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he could see Kvidal, his own home, where his mother and 
five brothers and sisters lived; it stood on a patch of culti- 
vated land, but how mean and dingy the little houses looked! 

Well, you could n’t make a silk purse out of a sow’s ear. 
Father and son, his forebears had toiled up there as poor 
crofters, but when the turn came to him he had jibbed. 
Perhaps it was the fault of the county school. On leaving 
it he had rubbed his eyes, as it were, and suddenly begun 
to wonder what the world was really like. He had dis- 
covered that it was a pleasure to look at the well-to-do farms, 
whereas the gray hovels of the poor were merely an eye- 
sore. He could never go near his home without being con- 
scious of a sense of shame. Clenching his fists, he had vowed 
that some day he would alter all that. The masters at the 
county school had advised him to go on studying. No, he 
had answered, books were all very well, but he preferred 
carpentering and working in the fields. Didn’t he write 
poetry? Oh well, after a fashion, but that would never 
make Kyvidal into a big farm, which was all he cared about. 

He had pestered his father so long that at last he had 
got him to buy his holding. Then they called the place a 
farm, but the houses did not look any the better for that. 
He had felt as though all the girls were still saying: “Oh, 
don’t give yourself airs! We all know you come from tumble- 
down old Kvidal.” He had gone on pestering his father 
till he made him borrow money from the bank so that they 
might rebuild. One of his neighbors had backed the bill, 
while another, who could not write, had said, “You can just 
put my name wherever it ought to be.” His father had done 
so; but later, after he had got the money, this second 
neighbor, becoming anxious about the responsibility he had 
undertaken, had repudiated his signature. A lawsuit fol- 
lowed, and his father was convicted of forgery; but when 
the sheriff came to take him to prison he found him hanging 
dead in the barn. 
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The lad stopped again, passed his hand across his brow, 
and laughed bitterly. No, slaves must n’t try to be masters. 
His father had taken a leap, thinking to rise a bit higher 
that way—and see what had come of it! The ground gave 
way. Down he fell. Into the mud. No doubt the big- 
wigs had laughed and enjoyed the sight. But here stood 
one in whose breast a fire smoldered, who often clenched his 
fists in his sleep. He wouldn’t give in! Kvidal should 
be a big farm yet! His father and his grandfather, and 
all the slaves before them, should come into their own in 
the end. 

Money—money was the crux. The fishing off the Lofo- 
tens had failed four years running. Then he had worked 
for months as a joiner in the town, lodging in a beggarly 
back garret, never wasting a cent on amusement, living on 
nothing but salt meat and dry bread. A life dreary enough 
to make a fellow cry. Money? He could barely earn the 
few dollars his mother needed for the taxes, to pay back 
an instalment of the debt to the bank, and to keep her and 
the youngsters alive. A big farm, did you say? All right, 
show us your money. He, Morten, had undertaken to earn 
it; but could a man do more than work himself to skin and 
bone ? 

His face wore the tense look denoting an iron will, and 
he glanced this way and that, as though searching for a 
way out of the dilemma. As he strode on, even his foot- 
steps were firm and decided, like the strokes of a hammer. 
He must, he must succeed some day! 

“Hi! What a devil of a pace you’re going!” 

Morten turned round and saw close behind him the young 
schoolmaster, Jo Berg, dressed in a gray homespun suit 
buttoned up to the throat like a soldier’s tunic, and a black 
bowler hat. A bristly brown mustache stuck out on each 
side of his face, and his light gray eyes seemed to be always 
laughing. He had been with Morten when he was fishing 
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off the Lofotens; his home was a little farm on the far side 
of the lake; and he had borrowed money to train as a 
teacher. But he never could get a post at any school, be- 
cause he had ventured to criticize the teaching at the train- 
ing college. At present he was living on the bounty of 
his aged father and mother, had to borrow from them even 
to buy an ounce of tobacco, and jeered at his mother when 
she whimpered and implored him to think like other people, 
so that he, too, might get a job some day. Above all, he 
ridiculed the fools who had gone security for him with the 
bank, for now they had to pay the interest and the principal 
into the bargain. He, he! The way things happened in 
this world made a fellow roar with laughter. 

“So you’re back from the town,” he said. Yes, Morten 
could n’t deny that. “Did you go and see Ola Vatne doing 
time ?” 

Morten told him that he had visited Ola once or twice 
in the course of the winter. Oh, yes; Ola was as well off 
as one could expect in the circumstances. 

“And have you heard that Erik Foss has come home from 
America? They say he is a regular Creesus now.” 

“So much the better for him.” 

“You ought to have a talk with him. He wants to take 
one or two others with him when he goes back.” 

The very idea made Morten laugh. No, thanks; he had n’t 
done anything yet which made it necessary for him to clear 
out of the country. Go to America? Not if he knew it! 

“Tion’t be so sure of that, my boy. Do you think it’s 
such a fine thing to live in this cursed country where you ’re 
not allowed to think or believe what you like, if you happen 
to be poor?” 

Jo Berg stalked along stiffly, grinning as he considered 
the ludicrous spectacle of this topsyturvy world. His fingers 
were very brown, and the nails much stained, because he 
would not take the trouble to use a knife to cut his roll of 
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tobacco when he filled his pipe, preferring to tear the plug 
to pieces with his fingers, a trick he had learned in the 
Lofoten Isles. 

The rumble of carriages overtaking them caused the two 
men to spring to the side of the road. First came the magis- 
tratesin a pony-chaise, then the sheriff in a cariole, and lastly 
the parish clerk in a gig, with his young daughter Helena 
seated beside him. All these people belonged to the quality 
and you had to take off your hat to them. But they were 
not all equally important. The magistrate was the greatest ; 
next to him ranked the sheriff, and finally came the parish 
clerk. After all of them came ordinary folk who went afoot, 
and to these Morten Kvidal unquestionably belonged. The 
girl beside the clerk looked round at him and smiled; she 
had gone strangely red, and the young man looked down. 
The schoolmaster noticed it and chuckled. “Ah,” he said, 
“her father thinks no small beer of himself, although he is 
only a trumpery clerk.” 

Morten turned pale and quickened his step. The thrust 
had gone home. No doubt the whole country-side knew 
that the parish clerk would not hear of his daughter walking 
out with the boy from Kvidal. He wasn’t good enough for 
her. This added yet another to the burdens poor Morten 
had to bear. 

As he went on alone up the hills he stopped now and 
then to take breath. Yes, he thought, there was many an 
uphill struggle in life; but how good to smell the young 
leaves and the blossoming bird-cherry! And the higher he 
climbed, the wider the view became. The sun had already 
dipped in the west, but the glow still lingered upon the 
mountain snows, as if to bid the whole world a resplendent 
“good night.” He was home at last. 

Cries of “There he is!” came from the farm above. The 
first to greet him was the Lapland dog King, which came 
bounding frantically down the slope, with the youngsters 
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after him. Simen, a fair-haired, sturdy lad of eighteen, 
cleared the ground with long strides. At his heels came 
fifteen-year-old Peter, a slouching, hot-tempered boy; then 
followed the girls and little red-haired Knut. Morten was 
surrounded ; the dog jumped up and actually managed to lick 
his face, and they all talked nineteen to the dozen, welcom- 
ing him back once more. 

Each one of them had something to tell. Twelve-year-old 
Randi, with her flaxen hair flying about her face—what, had 
she really got a new pair of shoes? . . . So Peter was being 
prepared for confirmation; were many going to be confirmed 
this year? ... And Knut here, with his broad face and 
sly-looking eyes. Only seven years old, and he’d already 
begun going to school! . . . But none of them could outdo 
little Mette, who was just five and shouted loudest of all. 
Fancy! Dagros had a calf. Well now, that was some- 
thing like! Morten took her hand and bent down to give 
her a cake he had brought for her. 

“What have you got on your watch-chain?” asked Simen, 
who could n’t keep his hands off Morten. 

“Tt’s a little compass.” 

They all had to look at it, and of course to touch it, 
too. 

Morten was always rather puzzled at the fuss the young- 
sters made over him whenever he came home. For he knew 
very well that when he was there he ruled them with a rod 
of iron; nothing was done quickly enough or well enough, 
and somebody was always to blame for it. The thought of 
this made him feel uncomfortable when he was away, and 
he always resolved that he would turn over a new leaf 
next time. 

“What a lot you’ve grown this winter!” he said to the 
eldest of his brothers. 

“Have 1? And you’re getting to look quite like a town 


lad.” 
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“With that great fist of yours youll soon be able to lick 
the whole parish.” 

“Ay, look out for yourself!” And he gave his brother a 
punch. The blow woke up the boy in Morten, too; throwing 
down his knapsack, he advanced toward Simen with a grin, 
as though he were going to bite him. “Out of the way, 
young uns!” They went for each other with a will, hitting 
out lustily, harder and harder, until they ended by rolling 
over on the grass, clutching each other by the throat. King 
Tushed at them and tugged away to try to separate them. 
The elder children screamed with delight, and Mette with 
terror. 

“Bless me, have you quite lost your wits?” came a voice 
from the top of the hill, and a red-haired woman descended 
at a leisurely pace toward them. It was Berit Kvidal, their 
mother. 

Then Morten once more approached those aged, gray and 
poverty-stricken farm-buildings which so often had made him 
blush, but which were his home after all. There was no 
place in the world like this. The crazy old house was like 
a mother to them all, the byre with its green-turfed roof 
had an air of profound wisdom, and the grindstone at the 
back of the barn was an important personage: Morten often 
felt obliged to stand and look at it. On the hill behind the 
house the Kvidal waterfall was singing its old song, weav- 
ing farm, hills, and folk together in a strange harmony; ah, 

there was no place like this! The latch on the door felt so 

homely to his touch as he went in, the newly washed floor 
was strewn with green sprays of juniper, and—dear me!— 
that clock on the wall had long been on its last legs, yet it 
was still spelling out the time, as wrong as ever! “Welcome 
home,” it seemed to say. The very air had a peculiar smell 
of home, of memories good and ill; telling, above all, of the 
mother who slaved away there, and whose only thought was 
to do the best she could for each one of them. 
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Seated at the long and spotlessly clean wooden table, 
he was treated—like a stranger come on a visit—to thick 
curdled cream with grated rusks and sugar on the top, to 
treacle-cake from the local store; in fact, to all the good 
things she could think of. Meanwhile she herself stood in 
the middle of the room, red-haired and freckled, thin and 
bent by incessant toil, but with a glad light in her eyes at 
the thought of having him back. And the way she pumped 
him, to hear all the news of the town! Was it true that the 
king had been there? Had Morten seen him? And was he 
in uniform? 

To Berit the world was full of wonders; there was always 
something strange happening in one place or another. Her 
many troubles had left no mark on her; she would shed a 
tear at the time, but she soon dried her eyes and looked away 
from her sorrow, and then she quickly found something cheer- 
ful which made her forget it. Was it her fault if she had 
these good spirits which nothing could break? Her mother 
had been famous in all the neighboring parishes for the 
tales she could tell about things visible and invisible, and 
the doings of families who lived in those parts in former days. 
All about the different clergy and officers, and this sheriff 
or that magistrate who had lived at such and such a farm 
—notable folks and notable happenings, real tales of ad- 
venture! And her daughter had remembered it all. It was 
as good as a tonic; many a time when she had been so 
worn out that she was ready to drop, one or other of these 
stories had come into her head and set her off laughing, and 
that had put new life into her. Now and again, when’ there 
had n’t been a bite of anything in the house for supper, 
she had put her children to bed and told them story after 
story till they forgot their hunger and fell asleep. 

But why was Morten sitting there with that strained look 
on his face? Did he mean to do such great things in the 
world? The boy had a fine head on his shoulders; he in- 
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herited that from his grandmother. But she wished he 
would laugh a little oftener. 

The flavor of the treacle-cake was rather spoiled for Mor- 
ten by a feeling that it must have been bought on tick. 
He knew that his mother always meant to keep herself in 
provisions from the store in return for the butter and eggs 
she sold; but if one of her children looked pale and run 
down, what could be better than to feed him up on fresh 
eggs and cream? If Morten bought a sack of flour for her 
it dwindled away in no time; she hadn’t the heart to say 
no to a neighbor who wanted to borrow, or to any poor 
beggar-woman who came to the door with her bag. It was 
always Morten who had to pay the piper; goodness knew 
when he could begin td put by something for himself! And 
all the while he had such ambitious plans; and money, money 
was the key to them all. 

He supposed there would be the usual Whitsuntide bon- 
fire to-morrow evening. All very well for those who could 
afford to be young. 


Ill 


Outside the church next day the returned American, Erik 
Foss, had gathered a little crowd around him. The men 
stood there with their heads thrown well back,’ asking him 
questions, listening and staring. The new-comer was tall 
and fair, with a brown mustache; and he wore, like the 
gentlefolks, a collar and tie, a brown frock-coat, and a top- 
hat and shiny boots. But you could see from his hands that 
he knew what work meant. Seven years he’d been out 
there; and though he was only the son of Scraggy Olina, 
he was a big man now. 

Did he boast? No, he just talked quietly and sensibly. 
Whoever asked a question, got an answer; and if it was 
something he did not know, he answered straightforward that 
he didn’t know it. If any fool sneered, he pretended he 
had n’t heard. He had worked as a railway navvy and as 
a farm laborer, and had himself owned a farm for three 
years; then the railway came along, prices went up, and 
he sold out. Now he wanted to go farther west, to the Red 
River Valley, where the land could still be had for noth- 
ing and was very easy to put under cultivation, because the 
soil of the prairie was free from stones and tree stumps, and 
you had only to put in your plow and start plowing at once. 
If any of them cared to join him, they could go in company, 
and he’d do his best to assist them. 

He was quite the center of attraction to-day; when the 
clergyman appeared, the hats did not fly off so quickly as 
usual. Erik Foss had just been saying that there were no 
class distinctions in America; a laborer or a parson—one 
was as good as the other. His audience could hardly be- 
lieve their ears. They looked round at Brandt from Linde- 
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to have a special pew with a gilded grille, like a little private 
paradise, at one side of the church,—and they looked at the 
sheriff, taking off their hats as in duty bound, but all think- 
ing: America ...no class distinctions ... just think 
of that! Then they saw the colonel from Dyrendal coming ; 
and he was the greatest man of the lot, so they had to make 
way for him. Hats off, hats off! But strange to say, Erik 
Foss took no notice of any of these great personages: “Why 
don’t you take off your hat?” one man asked in a scandalized 
tone. “I only take it off to people I know,” answered Erik. 
Ah, it was all very well for an American to talk like that! 
Then something singular happened. The colonel stopped, 
looked across at the stranger, and went right up to him in 
the sight of everybody! The others all stepped back, leav- 
ing a clear space round the two men. 

“You ’ve just come home from America, have n’t you?” 
the colonel asked. (Mercy on us! he was talking to Scraggy 
Olina’s son as politely as if he had been at least a captain!) 

“That ’s right,” said Erik; he had raised his hat slightly 
when the colonel addressed him, but had put it on again at 
once, and now he stood there looking quite as tall and com- 
posed as the other. The bystanders heard the colonel say: 

“Tt would interest me to hear a little about the conditions 
over there. If you can spare the time, you might look in 
one day at my place.” 

“Certainly I will,’ answered Erik Foss, in the tone of 
one doing a service to an equal. 

Then the colonel passed on into the church, but the 
others quite forgot to follow as long as Erik Foss remained 
standing there. Who would have thought it! When he left 
the country he was only a young good-for-nothing, one of 
Scraggy Olina’s mongrel brats. And now America had sent 
him back again as the equal of the colonel at Dyrendal! 

Morten Kvidal did not care to stand and listen to the 
American; he went straight into the church and up the 
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gallery stairs to take his usual place in the choir. Helena 
Noreng, the daughter of the parish clerk, was already seated 
there amid a number of other girls. He hardly dared look 
in her direction, though he was vaguely conscious that she 
was wearing a blue dress. Her flaxen hair was braided in 
snaky coils round her head, in the way the daughters of the 
gentry always wore it. Once her eyes slid round toward 
him, and she colored slightly as the girl beside her gave her 
a nudge. Now they were singing. He felt strangely ex- 
alted at the thought of mingling his voice with hers. When 
he looked down on the heads of the congregation, and the 
sound of their singing rose up to him, it seemed as though 
their voices were all united in a hymn about Helena and 
himself. He thought no one saw when her eyes met his 
again; and under cover of the singing she gave him a little 
smile and a nod. That was enough—a whole letter, in- 
deed. Tt said, “Meet me you know where.” 

The farm lands were once more steeped in the pale blue 
twilight of spring when he left the house late that evening, 
saying that he was only going for a stroll. His mother 
smiled as she looked after him. Ah, if the decision had 
rested only with her! 

The young people of the country-side had lighted bonfires 
along the shores of the wide fiord; flames and smoke were 
rising into the air from the ridge of Blaaheia to the north, 
as well as other points on the surrounding hills. The call of 
the blackcock resounded on the slopes. Morten hurried 
down the fields to the valley, crossed a piece of rising ground 
overgrown with alder-trees which was some day to be cleared 
and converted into corn-fields and meadows for Kvidal, and, 
entering the birch wood, struck into a path where he knew 
the going was good. Presently he could see beneath him 
the parish clerk’s farm, with its fields tumbling in a series 
of hills down to the lake; and here, having reached his des- 
tination, he sat down in the heather to wait. 
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Doors kept opening and shutting at the farm below him, 
but none of those who came out was the girl he expected. 
He waited, gnawing at a twig; the sap was rising already 
and it tasted sweet. He went on waiting. Evening had 
woven the hills, the farms, and the lake into a fabric of 
blue; above the moors to the north, banks of yellow and 
dusky-hued cloud floated in the sky. Should he try to 
put it all into poetry? But to sit there humming, and let 
himself be carried away by the gentle murmur of a spring 
evening, was one thing; to make good poetry was quite 
another. An evening like this could be expressed in the 
strains of a violin or in a long prayer to the Eternal, but 
when he tried to make verses he never could get them good 
enough. Would n’t she come soon? Was n’t she coming after 
all? The sheriff’s son was running after her, too, and very 
likely he would succeed his father some day; that was a 
long sight better than having one’s home at Kvidal, where 
that poor old man had hanged himself in the barn not 
long before. 

A sound of footsteps, the branches were brushed aside, 
and there she was, bareheaded, with her kerchief in her 
hand, warm from hurrying, her face smiling up at him. 

“So you ’ve come, after all!” 

“Hush! Just think if any one saw us! Well, how are 
you?” 

They sat down side by side among the heather, and she 
let him put his arm about her, but every time he tried to 
kiss her she laughed and turned her head away. 

“God bless you for coming! Do you still think of me 
sometimes ?” 

“No, I’ve forgotten you now.” She flashed him an arch 
sidelong glance. 

“Have you been to many dances lately ?” 

“Rather! But how old you’re getting!’ And she 
stroked his cheek lightly. 
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“You never write.” 

“There ’s too much to write about. But I’ve got some 
rubbish here . . .” He opened the little box she handed 
him, and saw a watch-chain of finely plaited hair, intended 
to be worn round the neck. 

“My word! I do believe it’s made of your own hair.” 

“Tt took ages to get enough, though; so little hair comes 
out when I comb it.” 

With reverent fingers he touched her present; then, 
brightening: “Can’t I have a kiss now?” 

“No, you’ve had quite enough.” 

“T bought a little thing in town” he said; “but it’s 
only trash.” He produced a small parcel. The girl was all 
inquisitiveness. It was a red silk ribbon to tie round her 
neck. 

“Oh, Morten!” 

“Tt ll be a ring next time.” 

“J should never dare to wear it.” 

“But you ’ll wear this ribbon, won’t you?” 

“Yes, when nobody sees me.” 

“You would n’t mind wearing it if the sheriff’s boy had 
given it you.” 

“Oh, don’t start on that again!” 

“All right, I won’t if you’ll promise to marry me next 
spring.” 

Another sidelong glance, but a serious one this time. 
Did he really think she could go and live with him on his 
farm, as things were now? She gazed in front of her, a 
straw between her lips. His eye lighted on the white scar 
on her temple; she had got that when she fell and hurt 
herself so badly out skiing on the hills above Kvidal. He 
remembered how he had taken her home unconscious, on a 
toboggan. 

“Why, don’t you answer?” he said. 

“We ’ve talked all that over before.” 


28 The Emigrants 


“T’ve got so many plans, Helena. And if only I had you 
to help me, it would all be so much easier.” 

“But you’ve so many to help you at Kvidal.” 

The words stung him like the cut of a whip. He hung 
his head. Yes, there was no denying that he had to support 
his younger brothers and sisters until they could fend for 
themselves. And now this girl whom he loved had as good 
as told him that she wasn’t going to be mixed up in all 
that. Oh, she knew what she was about! Her father and 
mother and grandmother had not dinned all their good 
advice into her ears for nothing. And wasn’t she quite 
tight? It would mean want and misery to marry now. 
But when? If only he had the least notion of when! ... 

All the same, he tried again. “I know what you would 
do if you were really fond of me.” 

She looked him straight in the face this time. “And I 
know what you would do if you were really fond of me.” 

“Clear off to the town and settle down as a joiner there 
for the rest of my days. Leave Kvidal, and Mother, and my 
brothers and sisters. But you know you wouldn’t have any 
use for such a feeble creature.” 

They sat a while in silence, without looking at each 
other. She sighed, munched a blade of grass, and at last 
got out the words: “Do you think you’ll ever make any- 
thing out of Kvidal?” 

“Wait a year or two. Perhaps three. I’ve got a new 
plan now. If only you would wait for me, and not be im- 
patient, Helena!” He took her hand and pressed it. 

“Father wants me to go and train as a teacher.” 

“What! Does your father want you... !” 

“Yes, as I don’t seem to be going to marry.” She tried 
to laugh. 

He groaned. How he wished she would not talk like 
that; it hurt so! 

How could she tell him the real truth, that she liked 
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to picture him singing in the choir with that fine clear 
tenor of his, or flying down the steep slopes on skis, or as 
the brainy boy at the county school who even stumped the 
masters themselves by the questions he asked; but that she 
did not like to picture him at home in those tumble-down 
houses at Kvidal. She wanted to feel that he was something 
better than that. 

“Do you dance much when you’re in town?” she asked 
with a smile, trying to turn the subject. 

“Never. When I’m not at work I stop at home in my 
den and bury myself in a book.” 

All of a sudden she jumped up and smoothed her hair. 
“Goodness! I’ve been sitting here too long. They’ll be 
waiting for me.” A moment later her arms were round his 
neck. Her face was very near his; she was smiling, but her 
eyes were wet. “It’s a shame that we two can’t have each 
other”’ With that she kissed him lightly, then set off at 
a run down the hill. 

“When shall we meet again?” he called after her. But 
the sound of her quick footsteps hurrying down through the 
wood was the only answer. 

High up on the rock overlooking the lake a group of 
girls and young men had gathered round a big bonfire. Its 
red glow lit up their laughing faces as they looked across 
it at one another. Some of them were dragging up fresh 
supplies of dry juniper branches and throwing them‘on the 
fire, which crackled and blazed higher than ever. The 
sheriff’s son—a handsome lad with fair hair and refined 
features—was there, and Anton Noreng, eldest son of the 
parish clerk, commonly known as “Mother’s Darling” be- 
cause he never did a stroke of work. The others were girls 
and young men from the large farms of the neighborhood ; 
they were all in the early twenties, had been at school to- 
gether, and had been confirmed at the same time. One or 
two of them had been away for a while, but had come home 
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now for the holidays; and as soon as they met they all felt 
like children once more; it took them some time at first 
to realize that they and their schoolmates had grown up. 

The hour was not far distant when most of them would 
have to disperse for good; for in each family only the eldest 
son had a right to the farm, and the others had to go else- 
where. One fine day they would find out that only children 
had parents and a home; when they grew up that came to 
an end, and the safest stand-by of all, their father and 
mother, turned them adrift. Well, it could n’t be helped; 
but nowadays when they came together like this their merry- 
making had a curious strain of melancholy in it. They met, 
but only to part again and take up the serious tasks of grown 
men and women. The happy, careless days were over, and 
life would never be the same again. 

But this evening they were all there together and could 
be children for an hour or two. Yet somehow a kind of 
barrier had arisen between these girls and boys, an estrange- 
ment they never had felt before. Was it the girls’ fault if 
they saw the boys in a new light? Look at Anton Noreng, 
for instance. He seemed to have no idea of ever becoming 
anything; why, his teeth were quite brown from eating 
sweets—pah! What a difference between him and the eldest 
son at Flyta, heir to a big farm, and a regular hard worker 
which made the boy good-looking enough for them in spite 
of all Ins freckles. And Martin Skau, with his broad, good- 
humored face, who had been head boy at the county school. 
He was attending a grammar-school now, and meant to be- 
come a vet. Before long he would disappear altogether into 
gentlefolks’ land; would he take one of the farm girls with 
him when he went? The sheriff’s boy had only to stretch 
out his hand and take any girl he chose; his father was one 
of the quality, and he would be too, no doubt, when his 
father retired; but at present he was doing the work of 
two on the farm. And Haakon Fagergaard was studying 
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at a training college for teachers; the girls had never taken 
much notice of him before now, but he had brains and was 
sure to get on, and that made all the difference. 

Now, all these young people belonged to the best families 
in the parish; if Morten Kvidal tried to join them they 
would certainly give him the cold shoulder; this he very 
well knew and therefore would make a detour to avoid them. 

“Here come the clerk’s little girls,” said the sheriff’s son. 

The two girls whom they saw coming toward them across 
the green fallow were both fair, but Helena was taller and 
slimmer than Martha. “Why are you so late?” Anton called 
out to them; and Martha answered, “Because Helena had to 
go on an errand for Mother.” 

Then some one suggested that they should all go down 
to the fallow and play Odd Man Out. Martin Skau took 
hold of Helena and fell into position, getting a quick look 
from the sheriff’s son, who was left to be odd man. Couple 
after couple dashed off, and the hills around echoed with 
their shouts. But the sheriff’s son could not catch any- 
body, in spite of his long legs. When Helena and Martin 
tran out, however, he put his best foot forward. They 
changed places at the last moment, and he caught at Martin 
and missed. Ha! you wait! Now Helena was in front and: 
he after her, coat tails flying and minus his hat; but he 
caught her at Jast in a bush. 

The two stood there, recovering their breath. “You’ve 
lost something,” he said, and went back to pick up a red 
tibbon which lay on the grass a little way off. 

Helena snatched it from him and hastily stuffed it into her 
pocket, blushing furiously. If only he wouldn’t stare at 
her like that! 

A boy who was keeping an eye on the bonfire shouted, 
“There’s a boat coming across the lake.” A boat? Well, 
what of that? “It’s the girls from Ramsdy.” That was 
another matter, and they all ran up on the rock to look. 
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A boat, with its gunwale painted white and a fan of 
ripples behind it, was drawing near across the shining water, 
in which the red and gray clouds were reflected. Two girls 
sat in the boat, rowing side by side; but they never could 
pull together, so the boat meandered along in a series of 
serpentine curves. This sent the young people on the rock 
into fits of laughter. The girls in the boat heard, and one 
of them left the thwart and went to sit in the stern. Pres- 
ently the notes of an accordion floated across the water. 
“Anne’s the one playing,” said one of the group around the 
bonfire. “And Bergitta’s rowing,” said another. 

The two girls from Ramsdy had the reputation of being 
the prettiest in the parish, but they were such incorrigible 
flirts that they furnished the neighbors with endless food 
for gossip. Had not their father been chairman of the local 
council and a friend of Brandt up at Lindegaard, more than 
one might have liked to keep them at arm’s length. But 
any one could see at a glance that they were used to going 
about among well-dressed people. They had a way of wear- 
ing their clothes and carrying themselves which made you 
forget how flighty they were, and even made you feel in- 
clined to take off your hat as though they were real gentle- 
folks. 

“Let ’s give them a song,” suggested Martin Skau, pre- 
paring to conduct. Nearly all of them had learned singing 
at the county school, and what could be better than to sing, 
on an evening such as this? They formed a semicircle, 
and soon their voices rose in the .part-song “Sing in the 
springtime of youth.” The girls in the boat shipped their 
oars, laid aside the accordion, and listened to the singing. 
When it ceased they cheered, and the choir on the rock 
gave an answering cheer. The next minute the boat grated 
on the shingly beach. 

The group of friends on the rock stood looking down and 
waiting. The first to emerge through the foliage was Anne. 
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She had dark hair, an oval face with a warm sunburnt com- 
plexion, and very large, lustrous eyes under long eyebrows. 
Over her dark dress she wore a belt fastened with a silver 
clasp; and she was carrying the accordion in her hand. “I 
say! what a gathering of the clans!” she exclaimed. “We 
saw there was a bonfire here, and thought we’d row across.” 

Behind her came Bergitta, who had just turned seven- 
teen. She had been engaged already,—at the time she was 
preparing for confirmation,—but had broken off the engage- 
ment as soon as she was confirmed. She was slighter than 
her sister, and fairer, with a very delicately molded face, a 
rose-leaf complexion, and frank, lively eyes. Her green 
dress had a red collar and her belt was ornamented with a 
silver watch-chain; she was carrying a little branch off one 
of the birch-trees, and waved to the others with it. 

“Sing another!” she suggested, and threw a look around 
her, as though she only wished she could gather up the twi- 
light and the landscape into a song. And, having shaken 
hands with most of the company, the two sisters took their 
places in readiness to join in the song. 

This time it was “The earth is so fair,” and again Martin 
Skau conducted. The fire was burning brightly. The 
youthful faces became transfigured, inspired by the song. 
Their voices grew tender, for they were at an age when the 
heartstrings thrill at a touch—and they were out in the blue 
twilight of spring, with the trees on the slopes bursting into 
leaf and golden cloud-lands flaring in the western sky. It 
was all in the song. Their own dreams and memories were 
woven into it, too. Now they were together again ; to-morrow 
they would part; some day they would part to meet no 
more. It was all in the song. 

Anne stood with bent head. What long eyelashes she had! 
Perhaps she was thinking of the young engineer from Bustad 
who jilted her because she could see that other boys, too, 
were good-looking; or imagining herself heiress to a certain 


34 The Emigrants 


big farm in a neighboring parish, where she flirted so out- 
rageously with the lads that she wasn’t allowed to stay on 
there; or perhaps her thoughts were straying to that great 
big bearded fellow Per Foll, who was always hanging about 
her, although any one could see that she was only playing 
with him. Well, life was not always easy for a girl whose 
feelings were like an accordion, a violin, and a song all rolled 
into one! And now she was singing about that too. 

Helena was gazing at the far-off western sky as though 
she could see her own future there; it was golden, but it was 
dark as well: which would come true? And some such 
vision rose before the eyes of each of them. But the earth 
was fair—and they were singing. 

When at last they finished they stood silent a moment 
or two; a girl pushed a lock of hair under her head- 
kerchief; all of them needed to recover breath, as it were, 
before slipping back into their ordinary every-day mood. 

“And now let’s play at kiss-in-the-ring!” Anne suggested, 
to break the spell and cheer them up again. 

“Yes! Yes! Let’s play kiss-in-the-ring!” They flocked 
to the field, and the game was soon in full swing. Nobody 
gave another thought to the bonfire, but its leaping flames 
and blue smoke were mirrored in the still water beneath. 

A little way off, at the edge of the wood, a young man 
sauntered past; he saw them playing, but knew that he had 
no right to join them. It was Morten Kvidal. He was 
wandering aimlessly through the wood, striving to walk off 
the harassing thoughts that would not leave him in peace. 
If it had been only some one particular obstacle; but no, 
every way seemed barred to him, and although he was not 
much over twenty, he felt as though years had passed since 
he was young. When they had offered to help him at the 
training college, he had refused: he would not desert his 
mother and Kvidal. And now, if he went and settled for 
good in town, and became a master joiner some day, per- 
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haps Helena would condescend to accept him, provided she 
were still unmarried. But what about Mother, and Kvidal? 
Betray them? He would never do it. That thought was 
rooted in his inmost being. But then—what about Helena? 
Was he ready to give her up? How long did he expect her 
to wait? He could not answer. All he could do this eve- 
ning was to walk on and on, and try not to think. 

But on a spring night such as this his whole soul seemed 
aflame. All these buds opening into leaf; the song of the 
thrushes; the blue twilight which never became any darker 
up here in the North; the scent of growing things—oh, 
he must walk on, and on, and on! The sky above Blaaheia 
had become a wonderland of colored clouds—rivers, crags, 
and plains, all blue and gold. If only he knew of some 
country where he could escape from a few of the perplexities 
that hedged him in here! 

He was down by the lake now, and walking along the 
shore. Presently he caught sight of some one sitting on a 
stone, staring out across the water. Then the solitary figure 
stood up—a tall man with a long brown beard—why, it was 
Per Foll! But his home was right up in the valley: how 
did he come to be sitting here? Oh, of course; he knew 
that those two girls from Ramsdy had rowed over to this 
side. Wherever Anne was, he was sure to be hanging about. 
“Hullo, are you here?” 

“Fine evening,” said the other. “I see you’re out en- 
joying it, too.” 

Morten had fallen in with just the right man; they had 
been chums in the old days at the county school; how well 
he remembered the strange sight of that huge beard sweep- 
ing the school desk! But Per had mastered all the kings 
and wars in no time, while dates stuck in that big head of 
his as if they had been nailed there. He had turned into 
quite a philosopher, too. When they had their school de- 
bates he would stand with his head on one side, and hold 
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forth about man’s real business here on earth; and later on 
he began taking radical papers, and made out that there 
was no need for God now that they had Bjornson. 

The two men strolled along the shore side by side. But 
every now and then Per would turn and look back. They 
were both in the same boat, Morten thought. Per was go- 
ing about torturing himself, just as he was doing. Ripping 
up the old wounds, so that they went on bleeding within 
him. Strange to see such a Goliath so powerless in the 
hands of a woman! 

“Were you at church to-day?” Per asked, casting an- 
other glance over his shoulder. Yes, Morten had been there. 
“What d’ you think of the American ?” 

“Oh, it’s all one to me. I’ve got my hands full enough 
here, as it is.” 

They made as though they would turn back, but ended 
by sitting down on two big stones and staring across the 
water, each intent on his own thoughts. 

Then Per confided to Morten as an old friend that he 
had made up his mind to leave the country. 

“What! When you’ll have the farm some day!” 

“Some day, yes. But when? If Father were a hundred, 
he would marry again. We, his sons, will grow old and die 
some day, but Father—not he! No. But in America you 
can get a hundred and fifty acres for nothing. There are 
no class distinctions there, no taxes, no military service; 
and you’re allowed to believe what you like because there’s 
no established church. What about here? Well, you know, 
yourself, what it’s like if you aren’t rich and a swell.” 

“But what about all the changes you were going to make 
in the parish?” Morten objected. “You used to be always 
talking about that.” 

“Ay. Changes indeed! But it’s the big farmers and 
the gentry that run the show here. Universal suffrage, a 
reasonable distribution of the fruits of the soil—I think I 
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can see it! There was a time when I thought I could strike 
a blow for reform. But nothing came of it. Nothing. 
But in America it’s all been done long ago. Come with me, 
Morten.” His eyes sought the brightly colored clouds in 
the west. Any one could see that he had come to look 
upon America as the country where all his dreams were 
awaiting him as realities. And thither he now meant to 
go. “You come, too.” 

But Morten shook his head. He had a new plan now. 
He would set up a joiner’s workshop in the parish, 
engage some journeymen to work for him, and turn out 
really good furniture in the old Norwegian style; it might 
even develop into a regular factory some day, selling whole- 
sale to customers all over the country. He must have money, 
and he was going to make it, too! He needed it in order 
to develop Kvidal. 

“Youll never earn a cent, Morten. That plan’ll never 
work. There’s not a man in the place who’ll help you.” 

“The bank.” 

“Without security! Ha, ha, ha! Put it out of your 
mind. Much better come with me to America. You can 
earn more in a week there than in a lifetime here.” 

But all of a sudden he started and gazed eagerly across 
the lake. “What boat is that?” he said, and, jumping up, 
walked away, quickening his pace, forgetting even to say 
good night—bewitched by a boat with two girls in it, on its 
way back to the other shore. What was he about? He 
could not possibly join them on board. It would be useless 
to call to them. No, all he wanted was to be as near to 
the boat as he could. To rip up the wound in his heart, and 
bleed, bleed, bleed... . 

The bonfire on the rock had gone out and the young 
merrymakers were wending their way homeward. Already 
the clouds in the eastern sky were taking on the rosy tint 
of dawn. But Morten did not hurry back. Presently he 
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threw himself down on the heather and lay staring before 
him. America? Earn as much in a week there as in a 
lifetime here? That meant deserting his mother and 
Kvidal. Well, it need only be for a few years, and then he 
could come back. But what would Helena say? Suppos- 
ing she promised to wait. Yes, but would she keep her 
promise ? 
Leave the country—no, he could n’t do it. 


IV 


Ebbe was a man who went about with two witnesses and 
levied distress upon the property of debtors. He was a 
farmer from higher up the valley, a giant in gray homespun, 
with a big hooked nose and a black wig; his eyebrows and 
the fringe of beard under his chin were black and bushy, 
too. The man’s face was immovably calm and solemn; the 
knapsack on his shoulder likewise had a solemn air. His 
gray homespun trousers were usually rolled high up over 
his well-greased top-boots, which to-day were gray with the 
dust of the road. The brown-plush hat on his head was 
as large as an open umbrella. And such was the respect 
in which he was held, that the two witnesses always kept 
several steps in the rear and hardly ventured to open their 
lips. 

On entering a house to perform his duties, he would re- 
move his hat, smile with one corner of his mouth, and 
shake hands with the inmates; at the same time he always 
expressed his pleasure at being there again, even if he never 
had visited the place before. Next he would place his knap- 
sack on the table, extract from it the official register, and 
seat himself on the best chair. His face was unutterably 
calm, his register unutterably solemn. Then he would open 
the book, and begin to read from it with the air of one 
conducting family prayers. 

He knew very well that his coming always threw the 
household into a state of consternation; but the law had to 
take its course. He knew, too, that the women-folks 
frightened their naughty children by saying, “If you don’t 
take care, old Ebbe will come!” But of a Sunday he sat on 
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parish; he went to communion twice in the year; and when 
he was in town and had to tell any one his name and pro- 
fession he called himself the under-sheriff. To-day he was 
marching along the road again, trousers rolled up, staff in 
hand, his knapsack and witnesses with him. 

The sheriff, of course, always drove; but Ebbe never did. 
Not that he had not horses, too, but he much preferred 
to walk. 

The way he disposed of mile after mile of the country 
roads was wonderful, although he never hurried. When he 
got past Lindegaard, where the wood opened out on the 
peat-bog and the long strip of crofters’ lands by the fiord, 
it seemed to Ebbe that the air was different: it smelled of 
sea, of peat-smoke, and roasted coffee-beans. “H’m! wasting 
too much money at the store,” he thought. Soon houses 
began to appear on each side of the road; they were weather- 
worn by the winter storms, but had flowers in their windows 
and a little patch of cultivated land around them. 

“Here ’s Ebbe coming!” Small feet went scuttling from 
room to room. “Ebbe’s coming!” The windows became 
alive with faces. “Mercy on us! He isn’t coming here, I 
do hope!” 

But when they saw that he did not turn in at any of the 
houses on the level, they all understood that to-day he was 
on his way to Skaret, where Kal lived. “Poor Karen and 
her children!” they said. “He’s going to take her cow 
this time.” 

Skaret was a croft high up on the hillside. The two 
little houses were gray, like the rocks behind them. It was 
the sort of place in which poverty flourishes so well: that it 
blossoms. Two flaxen-headed boys, Anders and Oluf, went 
about in trousers innocent alike of seat and knees. The 
two little girls covered their bodies with some nondescript 
rags that had once been their mother’s; never having had 
any proper shoes, they went flopping about in cast-off slippers 
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many sizes too large; and they never wore anything on their 
heads. Karen, their mother, was a pale-faced woman with 
prominent cheek-bones and big frightened eyes. In winter, 
when the icy nor’wester blew right through the house, she 
had to keep the children in bed to prevent their being frozen 
to death; and the cow in the byre stood in a pool because 
the floor could never be mended. But this white-faced 
woman never complained, for she had a little secret which 
kept her from losing heart: there was a brownie living 
under the floor. She had seen him in his red cap and knee- 
breeches and all, not once only, but many a time. And 
that was a sure sign: everything was bound to come right 
in the end. 

Sometimes the children would cry for food when there 
was not a crumb in the house. On such occasions she com- 
forted them in the cheeriest of voices, and told them that 
everything would be all right. Only wait till to-morrow. 
“Mother, I must have some new trousers. I’ve got to go 
to school,” one of the boys would say; and Mother would 
agree; only wait, everything would be all right. “What 
an awful state your cow-shed’s in!” one of her neighbors 
would exclaim, seeing Karen sit down to milk the cow with 
her milking-stool almost under water. “You may well say 
that,’ Karen would answer, “but we’ll be putting up an- 
other soon; it will be all right.” 

“Poor Karen,” folks said; but nobody thought of pitying 
Kal. To be sure, his life was not a bed of roses, but he 
made so light of it all, with his laughter and jokes. A bit 
of a thief and a cheat, perhaps, but no one could pos- 
sibly call him lazy. Why, he’d been quite famous once as 
a fisherman up in the Lofotens. Then one black year had 
followed another, till it had ended in Ebbe’s coming and 
taking his boat and nets. “Well, well, I sha’n’t have any 
more bother with them,” Kal had said, scratching the tuft 
of beard under his chin. After that he had tried going 
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shares in boats that other men owned; but the fishing re- 
mained as bad as ever. In the spring he came back empty- 
handed; and at last he could not even get sea-boots or food 
on tick. “So much the better,” said Kal. “I sha’n’t get 
drowned at sea.” 

His holding was very small, and as he could not get much 
to grow there, he had to go out as a day-laborer. He was 
wonderfully handy with a saw, but sawing up wood at 
twelve cents a day would never make any man rich, and 
now he was too much in debt, anyhow; if he earned a cent 
to-day he had to pay it out to-morrow. On coming home 
tired out after a day’s work, when other folks were going 
to bed, Kal started at once on a new day. Even on the 
blackest winter nights he would take his sledge and set off 
up the hills to fetch firewood, wading through the deep 
snow. Far on in the dawn, when other folks were getting 
up, he would come plowing down the slopes again with a 
heavy load of wood on the sledge. As to where he had got 
it, the less said the better. 

Did all this help? No, nothing helped. He became a 
past master of the art of prevaricating, borrowing, and cheat- 
ing in a small way. In the light spring and summer nights 
he toiled, trying to turn little patches of soil among the 
rocks into corn-fields and meadows; it was n’t his ground, to 
be sure, but all the same he tilled it as best he could, and 
even carried sacks of earth on his back to places where the 
soil was too shallow. He was bent at the knees from con- 
stantly carrying loads and had acquired a lopsided, slouch- 
ing gait; his lower lip sagged at the right-hand corner of 
his mouth as if he were grimacing in an effort to lift some- 
thing heavy: he seemed to be making a face at himself, and 
poverty, and the world at large. But he chaffed and swore, 
romanced and jeered, and screwed up his eyes when he looked 
at the girls. He had a queer way of forging ahead on the 
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road which put one in mind of a Lofoten fishing-boat sail- 
ing before the wind. 

To-day he was away doing the statutory work required 
of him as one of the Lindegaard crofters; for this he re- 
ceived a wage of eight cents a day and his meals; and now 
Ebbe was coming—and Karen all alone at home with the 
children. 

At the sight of the black-bearded man stalking in with 
his witnesses the two little girls shrieked and hid behind 
their mother’s -skirt; the younger boy, Oluf, picked up a 
black-and-white cat and slipped into the back room with 
it; while his elder brother Anders seized a hammer and 
planted himself in front of his mother: just let any one try 
to do her any harm! 

Ebbe now stepped forward, shook hands, and expressed 
his pleasure at seeing them again. As for Karen, she could 
hardly be paler than she always was, her eyes could hardly 
be redder, or her whole appearance more utterly forlorn. 
“S-so you’re round this way to-day?” she stammered, with 
a “h’sh” to the children. ‘Won’t you take a seat?” 

Ebbe laid his knapsack on the dining-table and took out. 
the book; but he did not begin family prayers yet, in spite 
of his solemn air. He looked about him. The old wooden 
bed with some rags on it—he’d valued that once before. 
There was another in the back room, besides an old packing- 
case full of straw in the loft, which the boys slept in—none 
of it worth anything. A cracked clock on the wall, a couple 
of saucepans and a black kettle in the kitchen—no money 
in them. Clothes? There weren’t any. Kal had no Sun- 
day trousers now, and Karen had no best dress so far as 
he had been able to discover. No, there was nothing for 
it but to take the cow. 

While he was reading aloud from his register Karen stood 
with bent back, as though she were out in a hail-storm. At 
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the close he asked her whether she owned any property be- 
sides the cow. Karen looked at her children as if she would 
ward off some evil from them. Many a day that drop of 
milk was all she could give them for supper! “‘No,” she 
answered, “we’ve nothing else, God knows. But—it will 
be all right.” At that a faint smile twisted one corner of 
Ebbe’s mouth; then he resumed his devotions. 

The witnesses duly signed. The cow’s name was Kranslin ; 
at present she was out at grass. He mentioned the date 
when he would come and fetch the animal unless the debt 
and the costs had been paid by. then. And Karen had to 
scrawl her name in the book, as Kal was not present to do so. 

“Good-by.” Ebbe shook hands again, put on his hat, slung. 
the knapsack with the register over his shoulder, took his . 
stick, and departed, followed by the witnesses. 

As Kal came lurching up the hills that evening four 
flaxen-haired urchins rushed down to meet him, shouting all 
together that Ebbe—Ebbe had been there! And soon he 
was coming again to fetch, Kranslin! 

“Ah, well, never mind,” said Kal, soothingly; “your 
mother won’t have all that bother with milking then.” 

Those children seemed to have come into the world all 
atop of one another; only a year between Anders, Oluf, and 
Paulina, then two babies had died, and then had come Siri, 
who was only just six years old now. 

He took her by the hand, and, bending down, breathed 
on her little fist as though he were afraid of its getting 
cold. But -whenhe reached home, and had heard the whole 
story from Karen, he sat silent on his stool, and his face 
grew long. His under lip drooped more and more. He had 
to call Siri to come and sit on his knee: that dratted little 
thing had such a way with her old dad! 

Ride a cockhorse to Banbury Cross . . . sowing-time now 
- . . and they had no seed-corn. Ride a cockhorse . . . yes, 
and they ought to plant the potato patch, but they had n’t 
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any seed-potatoes. Ride a cock . . . and now the cow was 
going too! 

“I "ll have to go out bread-making as I did before,’ Karen 
suggested. 

Kal was still riding with little Siri to Banbury Cross. 
He was thinking that his old woman had her hands full 
enough looking after the house and the children, but some- 
how she got time to run round to folks’ houses to make their 
bannocks; six cents a day she earned, and that was some- 
thing, anyhow. The children had to muddle along as best 
they could without her; when their mother came home in 
the evening she had just time to hustle them off to bed; then 
she could wash and darn and patch in peace till late on 
in the night. 

“Kverything will be all right,” she murmured as she stood 
watching her husband and the little girl. 

Kal got up and went out to fetch his ax and rope: he 
might as well take a look round and see if he could find any 
wood, he said. 

Sawing up logs with a pit-saw day after day was the thing 
to take it out of a man. The folks he worked for always 
made him stand on the platform at the top; and the 
man at the top had to pull with all his strength to drag the 
saw up, and push with all his strength to get it down again. 
The man who stood underneath at the other end of the 
saw could at any rate hang on to it by his arms when pulling 
it down, and that helped, gave one a rest, as it were. But 
after a time the work made Kal’s back and stomach ache 
terribly, pulling the saw up, up, up, and pushing down, 
down, down, down through those huge logs. He was tired 
by evening, and no mistake. Then there was the long tramp 
home. And now he had to take/his ax and rope and set 
off again up the hills. The sun was going down in the 
west ; *t was getting to be summer up here on the moors. 

To-night he went about cutting birch twigs for brooms. 
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The storekeeper paid one cent for each broom, and that was 
one cent better than none. By sunrise a huge load was on 
its way downhill; it consisted of brooms fastened together 
in an enormous pack, with a rope round it and two sagging 
Jegs underneath. 

Halfway down the hills he stopped, let his burden slip 
to the ground, almost straightened out his back, and looked 
the sun straight in the face. Nobody was stirring yet; there 
was no smoke rising from the houses. The snow mountains 
in the west were reflected in the fiord, the windows were 
blazing. The air smelt nice, he thought—of juniper, and 
heather, and leaves. 

Kal sank down, rested his back and head against the 
load of brooms, closed his eyes, and sensed the warm red sun~- 
shine on his face. He must have had forty winks then, for 
he dreamed he was in heaven. He was standing before God 
Himself, who told him to choose the thing he wanted most. 
Kal asked first that he might lie down on the hay in a barn 
and sleep for six months or so. And secondly he asked for 
a Sunday dress for Karen, and for a pair of trousers for 
each of the boys, so that they need n’t be ashamed to attend 
school. 

At last he started up. Lines of smoke were rising up 
from the houses in the valley now: and to-day he had to go 
out sawing again. The two-legged load went heaving down 
toward Skaret. 

Karen was already up, and making what she called coffee 
for him. But the powder she put in the coffee-kettle was 
really nothing but potato-cake, burned quite black and 
ground fine with a stone. “You must wait and have a cup 
too, now youre here,” she said to Kal... . 


One evening later in the summer the clergyman heard 
somebody fumbling with the latch of his study door. 
“Come in.... What! is it you, Kal Skaret? And 
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what ’s the trouble to-day?” The broad-shouldered parson 
with his long gray beard and bald red forehead leaned back 
in his chair by the writing-table and waited. 

Kal tugged the red knitted cap off his head and scratched 
the bristly tuft under his chin; to-day his knees seemed to 
sag more than ever, and he loooked the picture of helpless- 
ness. 

“It ... it’s only . . . that I’m simply at my wits’ end. 
Ebbe’s been up and taken the cow to-day. We only had 
one.” 

“T see.” The clergyman cleared his throat and looked 
at Kal, then through the window. “Yes, I’ve heard that you 
find it difficult to make ends meet, but . . .” and the reverend 
gentleman went on looking through the window. Lending 
money to Kal was the same as giving it. Ought he to do 
that? There were so many who came here and complained. 
He turned and looked at Kal. When a clergyman could not 
give money, at any rate he could give comfort and advice. 

“Well, Kal Skaret, I would have you remember that God 
sends us trials and punishments. Are you sure that you have 
not deserved all this? You haven’t got a very good name 
in the parish, have you?” 

Kal looked down at his cap and shook his head; he would 
never dream of such a thing as contradicting the parson. 
There was a pause. But all of a sudden the clergyman 
bowed his head, covered his face with his hands, and breathed 
heavily. What was the matter? Was he ill? Kal waited 
and waited; at length he turned to go. At that the clergy- 
man stood up, looking for all the world as though he were 
ashamed of something. He came forward and held out his 
hand. 

“Forgive me, Kal.” Kal stared in blank astonishment. 
What! He to forgive the parson! “Yes, my man, forgive 
me. It is easy enough to preach and admonish. But if 
some of us had to bear your burdens, perhaps our reputation 
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would not be much better. Sit down, Kal; let’s talk it over 
together.” 

Kal sank down on a chair, though he felt quite unworthy 
to do so, in his patched trousers. The clergyman was walk- 
ing slowly up and down the room. 

“Well, Kal, you’re at your wits’ end, you say?” Kal 
sighed. Yes, that was just what he was. Though he’d 
never shirked work, either. . . . “No, no; I understand that. 
But as things are now I suppose you are too much in debt. 
Even if you work yourself to death it won’t help. It’s not 
your fault. But... but I can see one way out. What do 
you say to going to America?” 

Kal looked up and almost laughed. America? That was 
somewhere beyond the clouds. 

The clergyman continued: “You know Erik Foss, per- 
haps. He is going back soon and wants to take some handy 
fellows with him. He can get several hundred acres of first- 
rate land gratis. Wouldn’t that be just the thing for a 
hard-working man like yourself, Kal? Think if you woke 
up one day, on the prairie, to find yourself the owner of a 
farm bigger than Lindegaard itself!” 

Kal could not repress a grin at that. Did the parson 
drink ? he wondered. 

“You must think it over, Kal. I will have a talk with 
the American. Of course you would take your wife and 
children with you: that’ll be a help. As for the passage 
money, I expect Erik Foss would lend the necessary money 
to a few men whom he specially wanted to have with him. 
I will talk to him about that, too. If he won’t-we must try 
to get you a loan from somewhere else. For I feel sure you 
would pay it back when you found yourself in a position to 
do so.” 

Kal raised his yellowish-brown eyes for a moment to the 
clergyman’s face. His brain reeled more and more; he 
wanted to run away. 
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“All right. Now go to the kitchen and get some food. 
Here’s a dollar for you; you can send it back to me when 
you become a landowner.” 

The clergyman slapped him on the shoulder with his big 
white hand and chuckled. Then he said a word or two to 
some one in the sitting-room. Kal made his escape through 
the door, feeling as though he had had a glass or two more 
than was good for him. 


Vv 


All the talk now was of the expedition to America, and 
of how Erik Foss was going to take such and such a one with 
him. But those who met and questioned the American could 
get uncommonly little out of him. Was it true that Morten 
Kvidal was going? And Anton Noreng—Mother’s Darling? 
Erik thought a moment, and answered that he was not sure 
yet. And was it true that the colonel wanted to send Ola 
Vatne with him when he came out of prison? Erik shook 
his head. What about Jo Berg, the feckless teacher who 
never could get a job at any school because he did n’t believe 
as he ought to? Erik Foss only hummed and hawed. And 
what about Kal Skaret and his wife and kids? Yes, that 
was quite settled: they were just the kind of people he 
wanted. And Per Foll? Settled too. “Ah, it’s easy 
enough for folks who can get you to pay their passage money !” 
But Erik Foss did not understand; he merely changed the 
subject. 

One Sunday later on in the spring the church-goers re- 
ceived a terrific shock: the parson published the banns of 
marriage between Per Foll, the farmer’s son, and Anne 
Gunnarsdatter Ramsoy, spinster. 

The congregation simply could not believe their ears. 
They stared in blank astonishment; but the parson did not 
take it back. Moreover, Per himself was sitting there, with 
that big curly head of his, giving himself airs and agreeing 
to it all. Surely he wasn’t going to marry the prettiest girl 
in the whole parish! A fellow who was always mixing him- 
self up with politics and newspapers, for all the world as 


though he were a member of parliament; and he a free- 
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thinker, too! Stuff and nonsense, all of it. And now he 
was going to marry one of the Ramsdy girls. It was im- 
possible ! 

They turned to stare across at the women’s side of the 
church, where Anne was sitting. She was hanging her head 
and would not look up. No wonder, either. Her sister 
Bergitta was sitting there, too, and she was looking down 
as though she were ashamed of something. She was think- 
ing of the confession Anne had made to her only the day be- 
fore. The doctor’s son, that reckless boy Klaus Broch, was 
just such another as her sister; and now Anne had to conceal 
her shame by running away to America with Per. 

Bergitta tried to realize what this would mean. To travel 
so far, and have adventures, and see so much, was exciting 
enough to tempt anybody, the very thing for Anne. She 
even felt tempted to go herself. My word! how different 
from being stuck here, where everything went on in exactly 
the same way forever! She’d heard of people who had gone 
to America with nothing but their two bare hands, and had 
grown so rich over there that they drove about in glass 
carriages. No chance of that here. So perhaps Anne was 
the luckiest of the lot of them, even if she did have to 
marry Per. 

Morten Kvidal had made up his mind at last. He had 
been to the bank one day to ask for money to start a proper 
joiner’s workshop straight away. He wasn’t going to set 
up in a small way by himself; it was such slow work and you 
never made any profit to speak of. What he wanted was to 
make money, the money he needed for Kvidal. On the other 
hand, if he settled down now on his little farm and tried 
to put more land under cultivation, creeping along a quarter 
of an acre at a time, it would take him all his life. A scrap 
of land added each year, but still no money to build new 
houses; he simply had n’t the patience for that, and Helena 
still less. The bank had not refused, provided he could find 
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good sureties. But who would stand surety for the son of 
a man who had committed forgery and hanged himself? 
He could n’t bring himself to go round and beg them to do 
it. Another way closed to him! 

Subsequently he had another talk with the girl. “Will 
you wait for me if I go to America for three or four years?” 
he asked her. “Three or four years? What a terribly long 
time! Oh, don’t go, Morten!” “Will you come with me, 
then?” What! to America? She could never get leave to 
do that. Morten left her, feeling ready to cry. 

He strode up and down outside the farm, raging inwardly. 
The girl was as proud as a peacock, always so high and 
mighty, always making him eat humble-pie. But now-he’d 
show her: he’*d go to America all the same. He must take 
the plunge sometime, if he ever wanted to get on in life. 
Poverty on a small farm was little better than slow torture. 
There was nothing for it but to go now, stay out there for 
two, three, perhaps even four years, and then come back as a 
Tich man. 

But it pained him to look at his mother after he had told 
her of his decision. He began to lie awake at night, wor- 
ried by the thought that he was running away from a battle 
that he ought to have fought to a finish at home. It was 
such an uprooting; it meant tearing himself away from that 
which, after all, was his home, and for four whole years—a 
long time! And what about Helena? 

One evening he took his brother Simen round the fields. 
The lad was hardly grown up yet, but he was the eldest of 
the brothers and would have to take his place from now on. 
Morten had never told him about all his plans for improving 
Kvidal, but to-day he pointed to the large field on the other 
side of the river, which his father had secured when he 
bought his holding: the whole of this field had got to be 
cleared and plowed up. ‘There were seventy acres in all and 
the soil was first-rate; it was full of stones and stumps of 
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trees, of course, but he ’d seen people farm worse land. He 
wanted Simen to start at such and such.a place, hire laborers, 
clear and plow, using the money he would send home from 
time to time. The fair-haired, sturdy young fellow stared at 
his brother: these were great plans indeed! If they could 
one day bring all that land under the plow they could keep 
fifty cows and ten or twelve horses; that would be a really 
big farm, and no mistake! It sounded almost too good to 
be true, but Morten was no fool. 

And before they went indoors Morten showed him the 
site where the new buildings were to stand. Here would be 
the large outhouses, of such and such a length, with the byre 
in the middle, and the stable and barn forming two wings, 
the whole painted red, with white barge-boards and window- 
sills. And here in front of the old farm-house would be the 
new one, of such and such a length, having a kitchen at each 
end with a bedroom behind it, living-rooms in the middle, 
and a row of rooms upstairs. It would be a handsome build- 
ing, painted white, with a garden in front, and the flagstaff 
placed just there, towering high above everything. They 
forgot all about the little gray houses; all they could see was 
the big farm. “You must do your bit while I ’m away,” said 
Morten, “and Ill do mine when I come back.” 

Berit Kvidal cried a good deal, especially when she was 
alone. Ever since her husband’s sad death Morten had been 
her mainstay, and now he was going to leave her. For a 
long time the boy had been like a mine, and now the powder 
had exploded. For several days she was in despair; but that 
state of mind never lasted long, and it ended in her wiping 
her eyes and looking away from her trouble, when, as usual, 
she discovered something more cheerful. Had n’t she pulled 
through all right when the children were younger? And now 
Simen was virtually grown up, anyway; they ’d manage to 
rub along somehow. Four years was not a lifetime, and she 
did n’t suppose she ’d die just yet. 
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And what if he came back rich? Supposing it all turned 
out like one of her mother’s wonderful tales! He was only 
a poor lad from Kvidal, but he *d climb to the top of the tree 
yet. As she sat by the window of an evening and watched 
the red-and-gray cloud-lands above Blaaheia, she could see 
it all before her. Well, Morten was being fitted out now 
from top to toe,—woolen gloves, socks, shirts,—and she was 
so busy that she had to sit up working half the night. 

Meanwhile gossip was busy with a fresh sensation. Erik 
Foss was living with his mother, Scraggy Olina, in a little 
house high up on the hillside, and a neighbor declared that 
he had seen Miss Else, the colonel’s daughter, come stealthily 
out of the wood one evening and go into the house. Now, 
what might that mean? Unable to restrain their curiosity, 
more than one had asked Erik whether it was true. Erik 
shook his head: how could people make up such stories? 

But one thing ‘was quite certain: the colonel had been to 
town and had had a talk with Ola Vatne. And it was also 
certain that Ola was going with Erik to America, so now 
they ’d make a man of him too. As for Miss Else, she had 
just been invited up to the north of Norway to stay with her 
uncle the judge, and that would be the best thing for all 
concerned. She was very busy preparing for her journey, 
and went about singing in quite her old spirits. 

Even up at Skaret, where old Kal lived, there was going 
to be an auction before he left! The very idea of this made 
people laugh, for what on earth could Kal find to sell? How- 
ever, the neighbors put on their Sunday best and set off 
to see; and Ebbe himself was not above coming to hold the 
auction. 

Now, it is astonishing what will turn up when you start 
clearing out a house; there is always something which will 
fetch a cent or two. Here there was the sledge upon which 
Kal had dragged home so many loads of wood, a wheelbarrow, 
a spade and a fork, a calf, two sheep, a griddle, a coffee- 
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kettle and two saucepans, two beds and some bedclothes, some 
tables, and a trough in which Karen had mixed cakes on the 
Tare occasions when she had any flour. Some one bid twelve 
cents for the lot. “Too little,’ said Ebbe. “Fourteen 
cents ... that’s better... twenty-four... ah, that’s 
more like! thirty . . . bid up, good folks!” 

But most of them had come to have a last look at Kal; 
and though he owed many of them money or goods, they said 
no more about it. They only remembered all the logs he had 
sawed up for them, all the loads of firewood he had hauled 
home at night, all the good stories he had spread abroad even 
when things looked blackest up at Skaret; and they felt they 
must go and shake his hand once again. 

He was standing at the edge of the crowd, with some of 
his old pals of Lofoten days round him, grimacing, chuckling, 
and talking about America as if he had lived there for years. 
“The earth over there is so rich that you can eat it instead 
of cream-porridge ; and when you sow oats or barley, up come 
sweet apples or a crop of oranges. The potatoes are as yel- 
low as the yoke of an egg, and taste like raisins, and you can 
get a square meal whenever you want it for the trouble of 
stepping outside your door.” His friends guffawed, and Ebbe 
had to call for silence. 

God knows where Kal had hunted up that faded homespun 
suit ha had on to-day; it actually was quite whole and 
clean. He’d a thick woolen comforter round his neck, too, 
and a sheepskin cap on his head—rather hot for a day in 
July, but you had to wear something, after all. They were 
not accustomed to see him decently dressed, still less to see 
him idle on a week-day. Even Karen had on a black woolen 
dress, with a sort of brooch at her throat. In the end the 
older women solved the riddle: ’t was the selfsame dress and 
finery she’d worn as a bride, and she and Kal must both 
have hidden their wedding clothes every time they expected 
a visit from Ebbe. 
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In the room at the back Karen had spread an apology for 
a cloth on a table, and was treating her special friends to 
teal coffee and white bread. But where had the money come 
from? They must have got Erik Foss to lend them a few 
cents on the quiet. By and by it was whispered that no 
less a personage than the farmer’s wife from Bergheim was 
on her way to the auction; what would Karen do now? In 
some magic way she produced a dark shawl with a sprinkling 
of red spots on it,—immediately recognized by the women 
as another trophy from her wedding-day,—put it round her, 
and hurried out to welcome and shake hands with this 
important guest. Not that she had much to thank her for, 
but one must n’t forget one’s manners. “Won’t you come 
inside?” she asked, feeling very generous and hospitable 
to-day. 

They must have got a few cents somehow; or was it be- 
cause Miss Else from Dyrendal had been there one evening? 
Why, even the children were running about in new shoes and 
new clothes, the boys in gray and the girls in blue, the boys 
wearing new peaked caps and the girls red kerchiefs with 
pictures of Bismarck and Moltke on them—the sort rich folk 
blew their noses with! They were full of secrets to-day; 
Paulina and Siri had quite made up their minds about one 
thing: they were certainly going to take the black-and-white 
cat with them to America. Ever since they started turning 
the place upside down and getting ready for the journey 
she 7d done nothing but mew and take on, and she would n’t 
touch her food, either; poor pussy! she knew very well what 
they were up to! She should n’t be sold at the auction, no 
she should n’t; and the two little girls kept her safely out of 
the way. 

There were other things that the boys, Oluf and Anders, 
were sorry to leave, such as the ax they both had used for 
chopping up sticks. A thing like that, which you hold in 
your hand every day, has a face of its own; it is more than 
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an acquaintance, it is a friend. And now it had to come 
under the hammer and be sold; a pity, but it could n’t be 
helped. 

The biggest hammer, on the other hand, which Father 
had had for mending boots—when there were any boots in 
the family—and which they themselves had used for all 
sorts of purposes, was a different matter. They had plotted 
together to abstract this treasure and take it with them to 
America. Kal had hunted high and low without finding 
it, for the boys had hidden it in the rocks above the house. 

Among the crowd at the auction might be seen a shriveled- 
looking man who was Kal’s brother Sivert; he was younger 
than Kal, but looked even more weather-beaten and seedy; 
he was gray-headed and blear-eyed, and wore leaden rings in 
his ears. He was going to take over his brother’s croft, and 
carry on the same life in the little gray house. 

At length the day came for Erik and his party to leave. 
It was August now, and the hay had just been gathered; the 
corn-fields rippled in green and yellow waves, and the fiord 
shone like a mirror—not an easy day on which to say good-by 
to one’s native place. Just as the cart with the two 
emigrant chests was ready to drive away from Skaret, Kal 
discovered that his children had all vanished—dang the 
brats! He shouted, swore, and ran to and fro looking for 
them. At last Paulina’s voice answered from the rocks 
above: “The cat’s dead.” 

“Well, what the devil does that matter? You come 
along, double-quick !” 

All the same, it was some time before they did come, for 
they were just in the middle of the cat’s funeral. They had 
found her dead that very morning; it sounded strange, but 
it was true, all the same. The boys had dug a grave, and in 
this they laid pussy, with heather both under and over to 
make it nice and soft for her; then they sang a little, as well 
as they could, while they shoveled earth upon the deceased. 
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A branch did duty for a gravestone. Up among these rocks 
the children had often built little houses out of the stones; 
here, too, they had found cranberries, bilberries, and crow- 
berries; once they had even flushed a grouse. It was hard 
to say good-by to all this. When at length they came down, 
the eldest boy, Anders, looked rather bulgy about the left 
side: he had stuffed the hammer into his coat pocket. 

Old and young alike said a last farewell to Skaret. When 
they had got some way down the hills they looked back at 
the little gray houses tucked under the bare gray rocks. 
There, at any rate, was something that they knew; but what 
lay ahead of Kal and his family was hidden in impenetrable 
mist. 

Down at the landing-stage a number of their friends were 
waiting to say good-by. It was not every day that a whole 
family left the parish, and now that they were going away 
forever, more than one felt that he might have helped them 
a little oftener when they were in difficuities. 

But Kal bustled about the beach and carried trunks on 
board for all the world as though he were off for a jaunt 
to the town. Karen stood still, looking back at the gray 
houses at Skaret. Presently she saw smoke rising from the 
chimney; her sister-in-law had lighted the first fire on the 
hearth. “Poor thing!” Karen murmured. 

Erik Foss stood looking calmly on, but his little shriveled 
mother held the corner of her kerchief to her eyes all the 
time. Per Foll was there, too, with his young wife Anne; 
the huge fellow looked as though he would like to pick her 
up and carry her: in his eyes the girl was far too good to 
tread on the ground. Per’s bearded face was radiant; he 
had won her at last! And who should be there but Jo 
Berg the schoolmaster. So he was really off to America, 
after all! His wizened old parents were standing near the 
boat-house, moping; the lad had certainly not been much of 
a comfort to them. And did you ever! There was Anton 
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Noreng, Mother’s Darling! Was he going to set to work 
in earnest at last? 

On the road above appeared Morten Kvidal, walking beside 
the cart; Simen was on the other side and their mother was 
riding in it. The little dun-colored highland mare that he 
had bought as a foal three years before was badly knee- 
sprung and its brisk little hoofs went clip-clap! clip-clap! 
Now that the parting had come, they must try to talk cheer- 
fully; otherwise everything would be too difficult. Still Mor- 
ten could not help thinking all the time about the grind- 
stone behind the barn at Kvidal; folks might call it nonsense, 
but there was no getting away from it: the grindstone was a 
real friend. And he’d forgotten to go round to the back 
and take a last farewell look at it. 

“You’d better sow oats in the north field next spring,” 
he said to Simen in as every-day a voice as he could com- 
mand. And his brother answered in the same tone that he 
would. ‘“You’ve enough socks and underclothing for a year 
or two to come, I’m thinking,” observed Berit in an equally 
matter-of-fact voice. Morten was sure he had, though it 
would rather depend on whether he was farming or doing 
joiner’s work indoors. 

After that they all remained silent for a few minutes. 
The little horse tripped along steadily, and soon reached the 
boat-houses where the others were standing. Then, with a 
little gulp Berit said to Morten, “You ’ll write, won’t you?” 

“Yes,” answered Morten, looking down and ‘clenching his 
teeth; it would never do to show any emotion. And yet his 
voice ‘shook a little as he added, “Of course I will, Mother.” 

Then he noticed that Helena and her father and mother 
had accompanied Anton down to the landing-stage. He 
winced, and only nodded slightly in that direction ; he felt he 
could not bear to talk to her to-day. 

A boat was waiting to take the passengers on board, and 
the women-folks were already tucking up their skirts to step 
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into it; Berit could stand the strain no longer: she tottered. 
back to the little dun mare, and sank down on the cart. She 
did not even look when the boat put off, and although she 
knew they were waving, she could not bring herse:f to wave 
back. 

As Morten stepped into the boat a wet nose touched his 
face, the Lapland dog King, which had been shut up in the 
house, had somehow managed to escape and run after them, 
but had kept in the background till now. “There, there, old 
man, run along home; Simen’s calling you!” 

Kal, of course, helped to row the boat, for he could never 
see an oar without wanting to row with it. He screwed up 
his face and pulled as though his life depended on it; rowing 
was his specialty and he might n’t get another chance for 
a long time. Erik Foss stood on a pile of chests and waved 
his hat to the shriveled little woman on the beach; though 
she was only Scraggy Olina, she was his mother, after all. 
The boat had a strangely empty look when it returned. 
Mothers and fathers, brothers, sisters, and friends remained 
standing on the beach, gazing after the steamer as it disap- 
peared down the fiord. 

Morten Kvidal, who was standing at the side of the ship, 
saw that Helena was up near the boat-houses; she was way- 
ing: was it only to her brother? At any rate, he waved 
back. He saw his mother and Simen get into the cart and 
drive away; that little mare was as lively on her legs as 
ever; they were going home to Kvidal now. Then he caught 
sight of King tearing along the shore of the bay and barking 
at the ship. Every now and again the dog would stop and 
utter long-drawn howls; and then he would set off again. 
He had noticed the promontory farther on, where the ship 
had to pass quite near, and was making for that; had the 
dog lost his wits? On he raced round the bay and out on the 
rocks, drawing rapidly nearer and nearer; he disappeared 
into a gully, reappeared, and reached the end of the 
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promontory just as the steamer was approaching it. Here 
he sat down and began howling again; could he have picked 
out his friend among all the other passengers? 

Morten did not know what to do; he wanted to shout to 
the dog and tell him to go home, but his voice failed him. 
The deck was crowded with people watching this furry 
Lapland dog who was behaving in such a strange manner. 
Suddenly the animal gave a leap from the rock and plunged 
head foremost into the sea; he went under, came up again, 
shook his head, and began swimming toward the ship. 
Morten was in despair. The steamer plowed relentlessly 
past; already the dog’s head was far astern. He was yelping 
and struggling on bravely—but Morten turned and walked 
away under the upper deck to avoid seeing any more. 


VI 


The big passenger liner was lying alongside the quay in 
Bergen, but the screaming of the winches had stopped and the 
last few emigrants were filing across the gangway, laden with 
their miscellaneous belongings. A motley crowd of straw 
hats, summer dresses, and shawls thronged the first- and 
second-class decks in the broiling sunshine, but the heat did 
not seem to penetrate the thick homespun clothing of the 
peasants in the steerage. Some of these country folks had 
come across the mountains from Valdres and Hallingdal, 
others hailed from the outlying islands or the inner fiords, 
and the gaily colored costumes which most of them wore 
matched the brightly painted wooden boxes and chests they 
had brought with them. 

Erik Foss’s party had come to Bergen that night by the 
south-bound coast steamer, and now stood huddled together 
in a group apart, overawed by the sight of so much that was 
new to them. The two or three days that they had traveled 
together had made them feel like one ee family, for their 
homes were in the same parish, they were bound for the same 
destination in a far-off land, and they would have to share 
good and evil fortune alike. The schoolmaster, the parish 
clerk’s son, and the crofter were all equal now; Karen Skaret 
was as good as Anne from the big farm at Ramsdy; and even 
Ola Vatne, who was only just out of prison, seemed to be 
quite at his ease among them. He looked rather paler than 
the others, after his long confinement, but cheery and self- 
confident, and nobody could guess from the look of him that 
he had done anything to be ashamed of. 


When he joined them on board they hailed him at once 
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as an old friend—“Hullo! are you here too, Ola?’—and they 
shook his hand as warmly as if he had just come back from 
a long journey. “I’m glad you’re coming along with us,” 
Per Foll said in his kind-hearted way. The only one who was 
a little distant was Anton Noreng, who for the fun of the 
thing had helped the sheriff to pursue Ola up hill and down 
dale like a hunted beast of prey. 

It seemed that while he was in prison Ola had learned to 
write and do arithmetic, so now he was almost a match for 
those who had been at the county school. At present he 
was watching the gangway as if he were waiting for some- 
body; but whom could he be waiting for in Bergen? They 
looked at Erik Foss, who was standing a little way off, talk- 
ing to Morten Kvidal. He was just saying that this was the 
last voyage the Bergen Line would make to America: the 
Thingvalla and White Star lines had simply knocked the 
Norwegian company into a cocked hat, and in future many 
people would prefer to travel by way of England instead. 
Erik was taller than most of the men, and had the air of a 
self-reliant and experienced traveler. If any of his party 
questioned him he twirled his brown mustache and was ready 
at once with answers and advice to them all. 

The ship’s bell rang for the third time and the gangway 
was about to be hauled in when another passenger hurried 
up, @ young woman in a dark dress, with a black silk kerchief 
on her head, followed by a hotel porter carrying a big trunk. 
Erik’s party stared in blank astonishment. Surely it 
wasn’t... ? But Ola Vatne was waving his hat and 
laughing. “I’m blest if it isn’t, though!” gasped the school- 
master, and Karen Skaret murmured, “Did you ever!” 

The young woman glanced quickly round the crowd, 
caught sight of Ola, and brightened up. So there was no 
mistake about it: she really was the young lady from 
Dyrendal! And now she came across the deck to them and 
shook hands, first with Ola, to whom she gave a beaming 
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smile and said a few words in a low voice, and then with the 
others. 

“Yes, I’m coming, too,” she said; “I hope you don’t 
mind?” 

They stared at her in dumb surprise; Kal Skaret scratched 
his head under the sheepskin cap, and at last blurted out, 
“We thought you were on a visit up north, miss!” 

“Yes, a good many people thought so,” she answered with 
a smile; then, to put an end to the mystery, she added: “Ola 
and I are going to be married.” 

A pause. They hardly dared to look at one another. 
“Well, I suppose one can get married in America, too,” the 
schoolmaster remarked, trying to be humorous. 

“Yes, but Ola and I are going to be married on board.” 

Another pause. “But is there any clergyman on the 
ship?” asked Anne, at last. 

“T don’t know; but, in any case, the captain can marry 
us as soon as we’re out at sea.” 

The men and women looked down, up, at one another, and 
finally at Erik Foss; but he merely smiled, and did not seem 
to be quite so surprised as they were. 

“Well, I’m sure we’re all very glad you’re coming along 
with us,” Karen Skaret said, holding out her hand, and the 
others agreed. 

“Thank you, and you must try to put up with me and 
take me as I am,” she said, looking from one to another with 
a smile. 

There was not much of the colonel’s daughter about her 
now. Her plain dark dress and the silk kerchief on her 
head showed that she had made up her mind to dress like a 
peasant woman from now on. But Karen glanced at her 
slender white hands, and then at Ola. “The young scape- 
grace!” she thought. 

“What are they saying?” asked little Siri, squeezing her 
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father’s hand. Kal bent down and whispered, “We ’re going 
to have a wedding on board, little lass!” 

The liner began to move, and a snow-storm of fluttering 
handkerchiefs burst over the crowd on the ship and the quay. 
A babel of voices repeated again and again the words, 
“Good-by! Good luck! Good-by!” and sobbing could be 
heard both on land and on board. 

Slowly the great vessel glided out into the harbor, to the 
strains of the band on the upper deck. Here and there a 
passenger was leaning over the side, gazing back at the shore 
as though he meant to jump overboard; for even now the 
great decision could still be unmade. But little by little 
the crowd on land diminished into a dark line which was 
fast breaking up. Then the red-roofed town melted into the 
mountains, and the ship glided out among the islands, past 
fishermen’s huts and country houses on jutting spits or in 
little green bays. At last the open sea itself came into sight, 
its smooth oily surface traversed by a path of fire from the 
red sun which was just sinking low amid golden clouds in 
the west. 

Kal Skaret’s children kept close beside their mother, and 
she held on to as many of them as she could, while they gazed 
out across the ocean. Where were they all going? Thank 
goodness she had Kal with her! 

As for Kal, he was strolling about the deck, his red woolen 
comforter round his neck and his sheepskin cap a little 
on one side, with the air of one who had to keep an eye on 
everything. He grinned at a couple of longshoremen who 
were standing spellbound, with a painted wooden box in each 
hand and their knapsacks still on their shoulders; very 
likely they ’d sleep the night like that and turn up in the 
same rig to-morrow morning! Well, well, that was their 
lookout; as for him, he had been to the Lofotens and had 
seen how folks ought to do things on a voyage. 
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He sidled up to Ola Vatne, to ask that young rascal a 
question on the sly without Miss Else hearing it: “TI say, 
does the colonel know anything about this?” Ola chuckled 
and answered in an undertone: “No, he thinks she’s on a 
visit in the north of Norway. But I reckon she ’ll have writ- 
ten home to tell about it all.” 

Per’s young bride, Anne, was standing at the side of the 
ship, gazing with dreamy, wistful eyes at the red path of 
light on the sea. Somehow she could not believe in the 
reality of all this: she had only to burst out laughing, or ery, 
or shut her eyes and sleep it off. She looked round at Per; 
surely it was only make-believe! But Ola Vatne was there, 
too, and he’d brought his fiddle with him. And Morten 
Kvidal was standing next to her; he didn’t seem to have 
said a word to a soul since they left. 

Babies were already crying in the cabins below, and when 
the mate went by, anxious voices asked: “Is it going to be 
rough? What’s the best cure for seasickness?” Else had 
been down to find out where her berth was. There were five 
others in her cabin, and you could have cut the air with a 
knife! She sighed, but endeavored to smile. A new life 
had begun, and the spoiled young lady must be prepared to 
rough it now. 

When the distant line of mountains began to sink into the 
sea a strange feeling seized everybody on board. They were 
losing their hold on the land, and ahead of them lay the 
wide ocean. Their country would stay behind, while they 
themselves passed on into the unknown; but what of home, 
of mother and father? Even Jo Berg looked depressed now, 
though at other times he went about boasting that he had 
turned his back on his rotten country forever—no more Nor- 
way for him! His pipe had gone out and he quite forgot 
to light it again; he was thinking of his shriveled old mother 
and his tall, white-bearded father. They had come down to 
the landing-stage with him and had actually been sorry to lose 
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him, though he had always gone against their wishes in 
everything. 

A faint shadow still darkened the horizon; soon that too 
would vanish. When would they see their country again? 
Men and women stood straining their eyes to catch a last 
glimpse ; they climbed on boxes and bales to see better, and 
mothers lifted up their children. “Look, look! the last 
sight of Norway!’ A lump rose in many a throat; it was 
bad enough to part from one’s mother and father, but this 
was almost worse. 

The band struck up the national anthem. One or two 
began to sing and soon the whole ship joined in, their voices 
hymning it slowly and sadly, as though they were in church. 
Singing had never been in Kal Skaret’s line, but he felt that 
the occasion required him to do something. “H’sh!” he said 
to the children, who were standing perfectly still. “H’sh! 
don’t you hear they ’re singing?” And to keep them quiet— 
though they were as quiet as mice already—he gave them 
some buns with which he had filled his pockets before leay- 
ing Bergen. 

Then the last trace of old Norway faded away in the 
distance, and the great liner with its strange freight of human 
destinies steamed on across the golden evening sea as the 
sun dipped in the west. 
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“Get up!” Erik Foss would shout to his oxen as he drove 
across the prairie at the head of his caravan of six wagons. 
Thereupon Kal Skaret would call out, “Get up!” to his own 
beasts, for he knew that this meant they had to push on a 
bit faster. “You damned rascal!” Erik would yell at the 
off bullock, cracking his whip over its back; and immediately 
Kal would roar, “You damned rascal!” at one of his, proudly 
conscious that he was calling it a lazy devil. And in this 
way Kal picked up a good deal of English. He found that 
the oxen in America had a number of different names, such 
as Jim and Buck and Tom; but, for all that, he secretly 
nicknamed one of his own “Ebbe.” 

They were traveling over the wide plain of the Red River 
Valley, with nothing anywhere in sight but sky and level 
ground under the burning glare of the sun. Kal was seated 
in the front of his wagon, still wearing his sheepskin cap and 
thick woolen comforter, with little Siri perched beside him 
in her blue dress and red kerchief. Folks said there were 
rattlesnakes in these parts, so he thought it best to keep her 
near him. Five of the wagons were emigrant prairie- 
schooners of the ordinary type, a little four-wheeled house 
with a canvas cover. Inside was a small room with a stove, 
and here Karen could sit with her sewing and darning, while 
Oluf and Paulina sat on the bed and repeated their Bible 
history to her; it really would n’t do to idle away the time 
day after day. 

Behind them came Per Foll’s team, but he himself sat 
inside, looking after a black-haired baby with brown eyes, 
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a lively little creature which had made its appearance that 
winter in Wisconsin. Anne and Else were walking together 
beside the wagon, their heads swathed in kerchiefs to keep 
the mosquitos off, their faces tanned dark brown and blis- 
tered by the sun. 

It seemed strange to them that they had had so little 
to do with each other in the old country. Nowadays they 
always had so much to talk about, and Else could not help 
wondering why Anne had had such a bad reputation before 
she married. Of course she had high spirits, but she never 
said anything silly, could talk very sensibly indeed, and 
tried to learn what she could from her friend. Both of them 
were tall and slender, they were just the same age, and they 
both had to make the best of the strange life to which Fate 
had called them. Just now they were exchanging rem- 
iniscences of their girlhood, and finding plenty to laugh 
at. Now and then Jo Berg would come and join them; he 
seemed to be rather hanging about Else, lately. “You’re 
a peasant woman now,” he said to her, “but you have n’t 
learned to talk like one yet.” 

“No; I think I might be allowed to speak in my own way.” 

“Ola’s countrified talk isn’t good enough for a colonel’s 
daughter, eh?” 

“Of course it is, but I think my own is good enough for 
me, all the same.” 

“What does Ola say to that?” 

“He says it’s nobody’s business but ours.” 

Ola Vatne sat in the front of his wagon, singing softly to 
himself. He had got a black eye in a fight outside the 
lodging-house where they had camped for the night; not that 
it was his fault, even Else admitted that, but the two damned 
Yankees had picked a quarrel with him. It wasn’t all 
plain sailing, though, to be married to a gentleman’s daugh- 
ter, for almost everything one did seemed to be wrong, even 
if she didn’t say it in so many words. But no doubt he’d 


The Emigrants 73 


have to go on thanking her all his born days for what she 
had done. Well, well! it could n’t be helped; better sing and 
make the best of it. 


“Oh! Susanna, oh! don’t you cry for me! 
I’m goin’ to California wid my banjo on my knee.” 


The oxen plodded along so slowly that the wheels scarcely 
seemed to turn. Anton Noreng and the schoolmaster owned 
a wagon and oxen together, and to begin with they meant 
to share a hut and farm the same piece of land. At present 
they were sitting inside, playing cards to pass the time. 
Behind them came Morten Kvidal, sitting with closed eyes 
for long periods; he had staked everything in a lottery, and 
now he could only wait and see what would turn up. Last 
of all came the baggage-wagon, loaded with all their scythes, 
harrows, plows, seed-corn, sacks of flour, planks, and tools. 
A couple of cows walked behind each wagon, with that im- 
portant personage the bull behind the last. The emigrants 
would have no neighbors within a hundred miles of their 
new home, so it would not do to forget anything. 

They had been in the country for nearly a year. During 
the autumn and winter they had worked in Wisconsin; the 
men had found employment at a sawmill, and the women 
had done washing and cooking for two or three families be- 
sides their own; they could n’t get on without a little money, 
even if they were going to start life on the prairie with noth- 
ing better than sod huts and oxen. Then, a week ago, they 
had come on by rail to Northville, in Dakota, and, after 
making ready their outfits, had started on the long journey 
to their new home in the West. Where they were going, and 
when they would reach their destination, not one of them 
knew, but they left that to Erik. 

For two or three days they had passed through Nor- 
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wegian settlements; here they had seen much that seemed 
strange to them, but they had been able to talk Norwegian 
to all the people they met. They saw crippled veterans who 
had fought in the Civil War, and heard stories of Indians 
killing and burning in these very parts; that had been some 
years back of course, but—who knows?—they might make 
another raid. You could see that folks had not got over 
their fright even now. If the emigrants stopped to look 
at a church, they saw nothing but Norwegian names on the 
gravestones—an odd thing, when you came to think of it, 
but true all the same. Many an Ola, Per, Gunhild, or 
Maren had traveled all the way from the old country to find 
their last rest here. It gave the new-comers a homelike 
feeling; but they had still a long way to go. 

Erik Foss sat whistling impatiently, with his straw hat 
pulled down over his eye. This was darned slow! An ox 
could never move a foot without thinking twice about it. 
Early in the spring he had gone on ahead of his party, to 
explore the country. He had had to go a long way before 
finding the best land, but what matter? Provided you be- 
gan in the right place, the railway was bound to come and 
hunt you out before very long, and then flourishing settle- 
ments and towns would spring up; that always happened 
here now. Only, you had to be first in the field to se- 
eure the best land. 

The settlements they were passing through to-day were 
becoming more and more scattered, and presently they 
would enter the wild prairie itself. A lonely farm could 
still be seen here and there, but even if the houses were 
two stories high, they looked hopelessly lost in the wide 
stretch of plowed land around them, and the lofty haystacks 
reared their heads in vain, for the vast surrounding plain 
seemed to flatten them to the ground. The settlers here 
were plowing with light-footed horses; yet they too had 
begun in the stone age, only a few years before, with nothing 
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but oxen and sod huts. And now his own party was just 
entering upon the stone age. 

Erik Foss whistled a tune; there was time and to spare 
for thinking. His thoughts went back to his childhood, when 
Scraggy Olina’s little boy had had to go out minding the 
neighbors’ goats from the time he began to clatter about in 
his little clogs; hungry and cold, bullied and beaten, he had 
soon learned to hit back, but had always been knocked about 
because the others were so much stronger than he. In later 
life he had often dreamed of revenge, but his plans had 
changed a good deal as the years went by. Revenge? Sup- 
posing he could manage to get other people in his power, 
would not that be a sort of revenge? Many a slave from 
the old country had founded a settlement in the wilds, built 
towns, hospitals, churches; it was n’t a new idea, but could n’t 
it be done again? But Erik would not found a kingdom 
of riffraff; no, much better to have boys and girls from 
the big farms at home, and then folks would say some day 
that they had grown rich by his help. Would not that be 
a sort of revenge? And now he had them there, driving in 
the wagons behind him, and his wonderful plan had suc- 
ceeded. 

Never had he dreamed that he would get one of the daugh- 
ters from Ramsdy to come, still less a swell young lady from 
Dyrendal; yet there they were behind him, not in jest but 
in sober earnest. Was not that revenge? Already they 
were completely in his power, and he had to act the part 
of Providence toward them all. The money they had earned 
in the winter had not nearly paid for their outfit, so they 
had had to borrow from him; and why not? “Don’t let 
that worry you,” he always told them; “we shall all be 
rich one of these days.” He merely wrote the name and 
amount in a little note-book, got them to sign it, and that 


was all. 
Hie revenge? ‘That could wait. Nobody else had been 


76 The Emigrants 


initiated into his visions of the future—the towns and 
churches and high schools. Why use three words where one 
would do? But the queer part of it was, that the more he 
got these fellow-countrymen of his into his power, the more 
his triumph melted away; new, unsuspected forces welled 
up within him—concern for the children and untiring care 
of all the rest; plans and still more plans about every little 
detail, about what was best for each one of them. He could 
not help laughing at the whole thing, but there it was. 
Well, there were more ways than one of taking one’s revenge. 

No more flocks of prairie-chickens rose now; he had no- 
ticed that these birds kept close to the cultivated land. Nor 
were there any more of the blackbirds which devoured the 
farmers’ corn. It was so still here; not a sound to be heard 
but the soft rustle of the prairie wind. A hare dashed off, 
arching its back, a rabbit scurried away to one side, a 
prairie-dog looked out of its burrow to yelp and swear at the 
intruders. “Keep your eyes open!” Erik shouted back to 
the emigrants; “there are rattlesnakes about where you see 
that little fellow.” Kal shouted to his youngsters to look 
sharp and get up into the wagon. 

The sun’s red disk was sinking slowly down toward the 
plain in the west; it was time to camp for the night, and as 
soon as they reached a stream Erik shouted, “Whoa!” to his 
oxen. “Wo-o!” shouted Kal to his own team, knowing that 
this was the English for “pr-r-r!’’ It stood to reason that 
one had to talk differently to American animals. The 
wagons rolled up, the oxen were unyoked and, after being 
watered, began grazing on the prairie. Certainly there was 
no lack of pasturage here. One of Erik’s oxen had been 
yoked with one of Kal’s when they belonged to a previous 
owner; the two animals were still friends, and did not like 
being separated; so now they joined forces again, and after 
licking each other went off to graze a little apart from the 
rest. 
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“It’s Anton’s turn to fetch water for the women to-day,” 
said Erik Foss. The men had to help with the cooking 
arrangements and to fetch water, but Mother’s Darling al- 
ways shirked, and Erik had made up his mind to put a stop 
to this. The three women had to milk their cows before 
hey could attend to anything else. Morten, Erik, and the 
schoolmaster milked their own, Kal’s work was to put on 
the kettles of porridge to boil for supper, the youngsters 
had to get out the plates and spoons, and, as the whole party 
ate together, it all worked out very fairly. But what about 
wood? ‘There was not so much as a dry branch anywhere. 
“Where can we get something which will burn?” 

“Get some dry prairie-grass and twist it into a rope,” 
Erik called out from where he sat milking one of his cows. 
Here was a job for Kal and the children. Queer sort of 
firewood, though! But, sure enough, here was some old 
grass as dry as a bone, which they could twist and press 
tightly together. They would want a lot of it, though, if 
it were going to be of any use at all. “Look alive now, 
young uns!” said Kal. 

At last everything was ready for supper; but instead of 
sitting down they stood staring about them. It struck them 
now for the first time that they had got so far out into the 
wild prairie that they could no longer see a soul. Every 
trace of man had vanished. Up to now they had followed 
two ruts worn by the wagons of the Hudson’s Bay trappers 
who every year sent their caravans across the plains of the 
West. Now even these had disappeared. They stood stock- 
still, gazing at the scene; even the children from Skaret 
stared, finger in mouth. None of them but Erik had ever 
seen anything like this; they had never imagined that the 
earth could be so big or the sky so limitless. 

Per Foéll put his hand to his head, and all of them felt as 
if they were groping for something to hold on to. If only 
there had been a tree or a hill! But there was nothing but 
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this ocean of earth, undulating in heavy, long-drawn waves, 
on and on into the blue distance, till the last wave spent 
itself somewhere beyond the sky-line. If they got lost here, 
no one would ever find them. Could they see a hundred 
miles westward, or was it more? Whichever way they 
turned, the view was the same; and the distance became 
greater and greater the longer they looked. They might 
travel on for days toward the horizon, and still it would 
remain as far away as ever. 

The emigrants stood motionless and silent. The sun’s 
fiery ball sank down toward the prairie sea and cast a red 
glow upon their faces. They seemed to be straining their 
eyes in a last frantic effort to see the mountains, fiords, and 
forests, the smiling lakes and grcen hillsides of their native 
land. But gaze as they would, they could not see them out 
here on the prairie. The vision of Norway which still lived 
on in their minds clashed with this desert plain, and made 
their brains reel more and more. 

But the tide had carried them here, and it was too late 
to turn back. To-night they would sleep in this bewilder- 
ing prairie desert, and to-morrow they would journey farther 
and farther on into it. Here they would live for the rest 
of their days. Here they would die when the time came. 
As for the old country, they would never see it again. 

At length they sat down to their porridge, but no one 
seemed to have much appetite this evening. The women- 
folks climbed into the wagons to go to bed, and the men sat 
on, smoking, round the fire. For once Ola forgot to get 
out his bottle and give the others a drink. He sat gazing 
moodily into the fire. Else had been going about by her- 
self all day without a word; what did she mean by that? 
The schoolmaster and Anton Noreng were discussing their 
favorite subject—how shockingly bad everything was in Nor- 
way, and how splendid everything was here. Morten did 
not contradict them, but his face wore a sarcastic ex- 
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pression ; with Jo he always disagreed anyhow, while Anton 
was Helena’s brother, and they rather kept each other at 
arm’s length. When the sun sank below the horizon they 
heard a sad, plaintive singing in the far distance. “What 
sort of musician may that be?” asked Jo. 

“It’s the coyote, or prairie-wolf, which is a little smaller 
than the real wolves,’ Erik explained. “Youll often hear 
it howling like that at sundown.” 

The darkness was closing in rapidly; soon the great dome 
above them would be glittering with stars. Well, it was 
high time to go to bed. They usually slept under their 
wagons, rolled up in the warm sheepskin rugs which they 
had brought with them from home, their caps pulled down 
over their ears. Kal’s two boys slept beside him. Tired 
after the long monotonous day, all soon closed their eyes 
and fell asleep. Overhead stretched a vast expanse of 
starry sky, and the prairie lay silent and still. 

Presently the form of a woman came cautiously out of 
one of the wagons, moving with scarcely audible footsteps. 
It was Else. She had a shawl about her shoulders, and 
paused for a moment to gaze out into the darkness, then, 
making her way to what was left of the fire, she seated her- 
self beside it and gazed into space again. 

She could see nothing, except the faint glow of the embers 
and the myriads of stars above her; but what a relief to be 
quite alone! 

Fate—what did fate mean? To be sitting here, thou- 
sands of miles from her own people, married to Ola the farm 
servant—surely that was fate? This everlasting plain made 
her feel so dizzy; it forced her to close her eyes and look 
for something she could Jean upon. And what did she see 
then? The house at home, the hills and the lake. How she 
loved to recall it all now! She could see her father, too, 
end the happy days of her girlhood. Ola the farm servant 
—how had it all come about? And what did fate mean? 


80 The Emigrants 


The colonel’s daughter—yes, but country-bred all the 
same. She had lost her mother as a child, and had run 
about as she pleased in the woods and the fields, among the 
farm-hands and the animals. She had liked books, but it 
was much more fun to milk the cows. When her mother 
died, the grown-ups had mourned in their fashion and she 
in hers, but nobody had known how to talk to her about 
these things except one, and that one was Ola Vatne the 
goatherd. They used to go for walks on the hills, and the 
grown-ups said that the two children were playing together. 
Ah, that was all they knew about it! By and by she had 
become a young lady with a long plait hanging down her 
back, and he had become the farm servant. Ought they not 
to break it off now? Sometimes he had been wild and head- 
strong, but was not that because he feared that the rich 
farmers’ sons would take her away from him? He had be- 
come a fiddler, but were not the gay or the plaintive strains 
of his violin a call to her? 

Then she had had to go to the town, to schools, to dances. 
But what about the young men she met in the town? There 
was something she missed in all of them; what was it? 
They were too “townified,” as if they had had no landscape 
behind them. Their character was marked out with a pair 
of compasses; their opinions were nothing more than the 
last newspaper article they had read, a set of mathematical 
rules for good and evil. It was like the plain—smoothed 
out, dull, and featureless. How could she help thinking of 
Ola? What did Ola stand for? Forest-clad hills, the note 
of the herdsman’s horn, green slopes, tinkling bells, the 
scent of turf and leaves. That was how it had come about; 
at least, so it seemed to her now, as she sat here trying to 
unravel it all. With Ola she could really settle down and 
live her own life. Headstrong? But who would marry a 
man in whom there was nothing sheer, incalculable, dizzying ? 

The more she had seen all the obstacles mounting up, 
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the greater the temptation had become. Her father had 
shown signs of wanting her to marry some one else—and 
what came of it? The soldiers had hunted Ola like a wild 
animal up hill and down dale—and what came of that? 
She had seen him driven past her window in chains—and 
what had happened then? If Ola had been drowning, and 
she unable to swim, would not she have Jumped in at 
once to save him? 

Everybody was asleep, in the wagons or under them. 
The sky looked very wide and bright with stars, the night 
was very still. She was beginning to see some things a little 
more clearly, but fate—who could understand fate? 

Well, she had run away from her father and her home 
and had married Ola; what would come of that? What had 
it cost her already? Her father had written to her once, 
a horrified letter full of suppressed agony. He had retired, 
his disgrace was the talk of the country-side, he had left 
Dyrendal and had sold the house, her home, to a peasant. 
She gazed ahead of her and sighed. Ah, it was too late 
to repent now! There was nothing now but this immense 
plain, the ever-receding prairie ocean, which would neither 
shield nor support her, but forced her to shut her eyes and 
flee away—only to meet all her troubles again. Would she 
be strong enough to stand the strain out here? 

Ola—what would it be like to be married to Ola for the 
test of her days? She sat motionless, staring into space. 
The fire had gone out now; the sky looked supernaturally 
vast. What a wonderful night, with all those stars! Ola? 
How would it all end? 

The sun lifted its glowing red disk above the horizon 
again, and the coyote greeted another dawn with its melan- 
choly wail. Inside the wagons cocks began to crow and 
young pigs to grunt. Fancy having them here! 

Another day. The caravan was in motion once more: the 
prairie was steaming after the night-dew, shadows of oxen, 
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men, and wagons glided noiselessly alongside, Ola had 
started singing again. Wild ducks were quacking on a little 
pond. The wagons rolled along over the sea of grass; there 
was no trail now, perhaps no foot had ever trodden this path 
before. Erik was counting the section marks and looking 
at a map. Only a couple more days and they would be 
there. 

The summer heat had set in, but the snows had melted 
so quickly that spring that large lakes had formed; the 
caravan had to go round them, and often the oxen sank deep 
in the mud and the wheels were in danger of sticking fast. 
“You damned rascal!” Kal would roar, cracking his whip 
over Ebbe. But Ola sang on unconcernedly. 

How long had they been traveling, and when would they 
get there? Well, luckily they could trust Erik. Per Fdll 
went and climbed up beside him, and this huge fellow with 
the prophet’s beard looked strangely pale, as if on the point 
of fainting. 

“Why, whatever ’s the matter?” Erik asked. 

“For God’s sake, tell me: aren’t there any hills where 
we re going?” 

It sounded like the cry of a drowning man. Erik smiled. 
“You ll get used to it, Per; don’t you worry.” 

That night they were roused by the howling of prairie- 
wolves. Morten started up and seized his gun. The oxen 
and cows came running back to the wagons, then turned 
round and glared out into the darkness. It seemed strange 
to Morten to be standing there straining his eyes to catch 
sight of these wild animals—as if something deep down in 
his nature had found satisfaction at last. He was in his 
element now; he had been waiting for these howling wolves 
all along. Even when he was at Kvidal they had seemed to 
call him. What was this longing to see the world? He 
thought he could understand it better now. 

The last day! The oxen lumbered meditatively along, 


The Emigrants 83 


shoulder-high in the prairie-grass; they were wading in food 
all the way, and they tore off mouthfuls of it as they went. 
Away ahead, the grayish-yellow plain stretched on and on, 
a sea of grass rippling in the prairie wind. By and by they 
came to a belt of bare, light-gray earth, too alkaline for 
anything to grow there, and then to a plain of flowers— 
prairie-roses, lilies of many colors, an immense garden fill- 
ing the air with its spicy scent. “Oh!” cried the women. 
Anne and Else could not resist the temptation to stay be- 
hind and pick some; they called to the others to wait, then 
ran after them with their arms full of flowers. “Is our 
place like this, Erik?” Erik looked round with a grin: 
“You wait and see.” Larks were trilling high up in the 
blue sky above them. There were birds here, then, after 
all. 

On again, and to-day they cut short their midday halt. 
Then at length Erik pointed with his whip and cried, “There 
it is!” 

At last. They had reached the end of their journey. 

Toward evening they halted; the wagons drove up, the 
oxen were let loose, and the emigrants stood looking about 
them. Was this the place? Had they really arrived at 
their new home? Not a house, not a tree, not a hill any- 
where. Nothing but an ocean of earth with the sky above 
it, just as it had been all along. They had always thought 
that they would reach something definite. Surely it could 
not be here? 

Now, for the first time, they seemed really to understand 
how far Erik Foss had taken them away from civilization. 
They looked at one another, then fixed their eyes on the 
interminable plain, unable somehow to grasp it. Was this 
really the place? 

They made the usual camp-fire of prairie-grass, milked the 
cows, and then sat down to their customary supper of 
porridge. Nobody said much, and their eyes had a far- 
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away look. In face of the vast distances that separated them 
from other human beings they seemed to huddle together 
for protection. From now on their next-door neighbor would 
be the endless plain. So this was where they had been 
washed ashore at last! 

The yellow rim of the moon appeared above the sea of 
earth. At any rate the moon seemed to be the same here 
as in the old country. 

They sat on round the fire for a while before they cleared 
away the pots and pans. To-morrow they were going to 
make a new beginning, for to-morrow the party would 
disperse to their respective lots. Well, that would be a 
change, anyhow. 

At length Karen Skaret suggested that they should sing 
a hymn. 

It was a very long time since they had been to church, 
and it would be many a long day before they went again. 
But several of them had once been in the choir, and Ola 
Vatne was something of a singer. Jo Berg began to hum 
one or two tunes, and presently hit upon “A Fortress sure is 
God our King.” ‘They all knew that, and one after an- 
other took it up, singing in subdued tones but with deep 
feeling. The women joined in; and Kal made signs to 
the children to keep still. Softly and reverently the little 
choir sang the hymn through to the end. 

By now the moon had climbed high up into the sky, and 
its yellow face was gazing down wonderingly at the desolate 
land below. 


It 


Next morning the six men were afoot at daybreak; first 
they had to divide the land among them, and then they 
would all have to set to work and plow if they wanted any- 
thing like a crop the same year. 

They started off at a brisk pace across the prairie, all 
flushed now in the sunrise. As they waded through the tall 
grass, they left paths in the dew; and big light-gray clouds, 
floating across the sky, threw wandering shadow landscapes 
on the plain around. Land, land, rich meadow-land right 
on to where it met the sky in the blue distance. They stopped 
to look at the bleached skeleton of some huge animal; now, 
what might that be? A buffalo, Erik answered; and went 
on to tell them how great herds of these stateliest animals 
of the prairie had once fed there, until European sportsmen 
had come with their rifles, shooting, killing, and butchering 
them, without rhyme or reason. So the buffalo had been 
exterminated; and this was the skeleton of one of them. 

Then he began to point out and explain about the land 
he had got for them. When exploring the ground in the 
early spring, he had sampled the soil in numbers of places, 
but this was far and away the best. The chicf difficulty 
on the prairie was to get water, but they could dig wells 
here, for there was plenty of water about. In other parts 
the melting snows often washed away the houses, and formed 
lakes many fathoms deep; but here the land sloped suffi- 
ciently toward the south for the water to drain off at once, 
and the houses at the top of the slope would be perfectly 
safe. At the Northville land office he had taken a claim on 
a quarter-section—as much as any one could get gratis— 
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which, again, was the same as six hundred Norwegian maals. 

But some day that would be too little—for a clever fellow 
like Anton Noreng, for instance. Well, on that account 
he’d arranged for a vacant quarter to be left between each 
settler and his neighbor, and this they could buy later on, 
as preémption land, at a dollar an acre—dirt cheap. So 
for the present they ’d each three hundred and twenty acres 
to play with, and when they outgrew that—eh, Anton ?— 
the prairie was wide, and they could get a section, two, three, 
five sections; why, there were Norwegians in America who 
owned as many as ten or twenty sections! Ragna Adils- 
datter’s kingdom could n’t have been much bigger than that. 

Their eyes met. Kal thought of the days when he had 
carried loads of earth on his back up the rocks at Skaret, 
to try to make the soil deep enough for sowing. Here he 
saw before him a whole world of splendid earth, not so much 
as a tree stump or a stone in it, covered with grass six 
feet high—enough to feed a million cows. Take your choice, 
Kal: a hundred and sixty acres to-day, and double as many 
to-morrow! Ha, ha! They’d call that an estate in the 
old country. He must be dreaming! 

Now they could choose as they liked, and settle the matter 
among themselves. Erik looked from face to face. The 
lots were equally good, he said, so they ’d only to say which 
they preferred. The emigrants looked this way and that, 
and wandered about from one “quarter” to another. Was 
there any difference between them? At all events they 
made up their minds in the course of the morning. Kal 
chose the lot farthest to the west. “Precious seldom I go 
to town,” he grinned. 

“Sly old dog!” said Morten. “There’s something behind 
that; see if there isn’t!” 

Erik took the lot next to Kal’s; then came Anton Noreng, 
Jo Berg, Morten Kvidal, Per Foll, and lastly Ola Vatne. 

“Yes, you’d better be nearest the town,” said the school- 
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master, caustically, twirling his mustache with his dis- 
colored fingers. 

From where they stood they could no longer see the camp, 
but only the smoke rising from it. No mistake about their 
being in a new country now, where property was on a 
large scale. 

Returning toward the camp at dinner-time they became 
aware from some distance of a smell of fried bacon. The 
women-folks had their hands full, one making butter, an- 
other cakes, Anne washing clothes in a little stream. It was 
odd to see all this housework going on in the open air! 

Kal Skaret wasted no time; he moved on to his own ground 
the same day. 

In the course of the long journey his prairie-schooner 
had collected various odds and ends which were fastened 
on the outside—an old harrow, a plow, a table, a chair, in 
such a condition that he had got them for nothing; a wheel- 
barrow, a kettle which some one had thrown away, and even 
an old grindstone which might come in useful in a place 
where you could n’t get anything. Kal had tied on one ac- 
quisition after another, till the wagon bristled like some 
strange monster. Finally he had hoisted to the top an 
old kubberulle, a wagon on four solid wheels sawed out of 
a huge tree trunk—just a beam with two wheels on each 
side of it and a couple of planks placed lengthwise. This 
was the emigrant’s first conveyance: on this he carted his 
crops, drove to town or to weddings, and some day journeyed 
in his coffin to the churchyard. Kal had seen one of these 
cast-off kubberuile lying about, and had forthwith annexed it. 

Now he loaded it with his sack of flour, plow, harrow, 
tools, and planks, together with a number of boxes of various 
goods which Erik had given him as his share, and fastened 
it on behind the schooner. “Get up! Get up!” Well, 
good evening and good luck, all! The children led the cows 
by their halters, while Karen sat in the wagon with the 
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fowls in their hamper and the pig in its box. She was 
feeling terribly dizzy, didn’t know what to do about this 
headache! Kal drove his two oxen, Jim and Ebbe, over the 
others’ lots, and finally arrived at his own. Of course he’d 
had something up his sleeve when he chose the one farthest 
away: it gave him the open prairie on one side, and he 
could help himself when the time came, and keep his land 
all together. 

The procession halted, the animals were let loose, Karen 
got out, and the whole family stood looking about them. 
A hundred and sixty acres, all their own! And in the 
middle of their land stood the wagon, a little room on four 
wheels, their first house out here. The grass reached high 
up its sides, and Kal’s first job must be to get a scythe and 
do some mowing, to make a bit more elbow-room. 

Soon he was swinging his scythe vigorously; yes, this was 
the sort of stuff to feed animals on! He wished he had a 
thousand cows! And houses for them, and folks to look 
after them. While he mowed till the sweat poured off him, 
Karen sat brooding. The children gathered round her, and 
little Siri climbed up on her knee. Kal looked round at 
them. “Anders and Oluf, set to work, now, and put up that 
netting for the pig and the chickens,” he shouted, and went 
on mowing. What the deuce was wrong with the old woman? 

The little girls were talking about Indians; they had 
heard such a lot about them since they came to America. 
What if they should come to-night? But the men had all 
brought guns in case of need. Their mother took no 
notice; she only sat there staring ahead of her. 

“Well, now there’s room to turn round, anyway,” Kal 
panted, laying aside his scythe. He had mowed a little 
patch, on which the grass lay in long swaths. It was their 
first farm-yard. 

Now he supposed he must help those young cusses with 
the netting. Here were some posts to stick into the ground; 
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Erik had thought of everything. And there was the net- 
ting. Those coyotes were fair devils for eating young pigs 
and chickens, and maybe there might be wolves around, one 
of these nights; a run must be put up, strong enough to keep 
them out. 

The next thing was to find water. He tramped heavily 
backward and forward, till presently he heard a queer squelch- 
ing sound under his feet. He stuck in his spade—no, noth- 
ing there. He went on tramping about. You could n’t 
expect to find it all in a moment. At last he discovered 
what he wanted: there certainly was water here! He tore 
off his cap, and started digging. Karen and the youngsters 
were still sitting there. “Go and look for something to 
make a fire and cook the supper!” he shouted to the boys. 
He went on digging; now there was a good-sized hole, water 
was oozing in, he’d made a well. “Hi! old woman, come 
along and have a drink!” 

But Karen did not hear. Her eyes saw nothing but the 
plain, the same everlasting plain. Even their fellow- 
travelers seemed so far off now. Lucky they had the wagon, 
anyway. A sort of little home on wheels. Skaret wasn’t 
much to boast of, but this . . . and she sighed. 

The children were coming back with dry grass for the 
fire; she must put on the porridge to boil. Why, the chick- 
ens and the pigs were very lively now they ’d got into their 
fine new house, and that made things cheerier all round! 
Presently they all sat down to supper together; they had not 
had a meal by themselves since they sat round the long 
table at Skaret. They looked at one another; well, here 
they were at last. 

To-night Kal meant to sleep in the wagon with Karen; 
owning a hundred and sixty acres was not a thing to be 
sneezed at, and the first day was rather like a wedding- 
feast. The air was cooler now the sun had gone down. 
To-night the boys and girls could sleep underneath the 
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wagon. Kal wrapped them up well. “Youll be nice and 
warm here, Siri lass.” Then he lay down beside Karen, 
breathing heavily, with closed eyes, after the hot and event- 
ful day. 

Heavy footsteps sounded outside. “Moo!” said a voice; 
why, here was Erik’s Buck come on a visit to his pal Jim! 
. . . Kal’s thoughts wandered, first to his acres, then to the 
little gray houses at Skaret. By and by he groped for 
Karen’s coarse, toil-worn hand. “Well, old girl, that’s 
something done.” 

“Yes, Kal. *T’ was a long way.” 

They lay thinking about it until presently their breathing 
became very regular. At any rate, they were together. 
And they fell asleep so imperceptibly that they quite for- 
got to unclasp their hands. . . . Outside, the lofty sky was 
glittering with stars, and the night was cool and still. 


Til 


Kal had no watch, but he woke early, rubbed his eyes, 
and sat up. It was no longer dark, and the cock was crow- 
ing; trust that chap to know the time! He crept out of 
the wagon quietly; Karen would be all the better for a bit 
more sleep. 

Outside, an orange-rimmed sun was rising above the sea 
of earth. Well, here was another day! He’d been early 
afoot many a time in the old country when he’d had to go 
out working on the farms, but things were different now: his 
time was his own, the ground was his own, he was a land- 
owner; it was a new life altogether. He stood there bare- 
headed, with bits of straw in his hair, screwing up his eyes 
as he surveyed the world around. There’d be a scrap of 
porridge and a drop of milk left over from yesterday, he 
thought, and he went to look in the big packing-case near 
the wagon, which did duty as larder so long as they had 
nothing better. 

He ought to set about plowing now, but it would do the 
oxen good to have one more day’s rest; besides, there was 
the grass. Why, a man would need a heart of stone to go 
and plow down all this splendid fodder! No; first he must 
do a bit more mowing. Gosh! what a field of hay! He 
swung his scythe strongly, cutting wide swaths. When the 
children woke up they saw their father hard at work, his 
head streaming with sweat; already he had laid down the 
grass on a strip of ground as large as the whole field at 
Skaret. 

“There’s Dad mowing!” said Anders, and Oluf was wide 
awake in an instant; hadn’t they begged and prayed to 
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be allowed to bring a little scythe each? They got these out 
quickly, and without stopping to eat anything ran off to 
join their father. Cutting their way into the rank grass, and 
each mowing his own row, they tried their hardest to keep 
pace with him, but in vain. 

Here was a chance for little flaxen-haired Paulina to use 
her new rake! Sleepy-eyed, she came trotting after them and 
began spreading out the hay. With this hot sun it would 
be dry in a few hours. What fun this was, tedding the hay 
just as the grown-ups did! To-day she was the daughter of 
a big farmer; she had n’t been that yesterday. 

And sure enough, the hay was getting dry already. They 
piled it up in stacks, for in this country nearly all the 
crops were piled in stacks. When Karen came out, the 
haymaking was in full swing. Did you ever! Fancy her 
lazing away the time in bed like that! 

But the really great event took place on the following 
morning. Kal had yoked the oxen to the plow before day- 
break, and when the sun began to lift its golden rim above 
the plain, he stood there ready and waiting. Now he could 
start plowing. 

The plow was rusty from lying out of doors all winter; 
nice way they looked after things in this country! He had 
marked out a straight line right down his piece of land, 
thinking it would be fun to plow it from end to end, and 
now he put the rusty coulter into the ground. “Get up!” 
The plowshare buried itself in the earth, but immediately 
sprang up again, forced out by the matted turf, which was 
as thick as the palm of a man’s hand, and as tough as a 
tarred rope. He tried again. “Get up, get up! You 
damned rascal!” and down came the whip on Ebbe. Kal 
toiled till the sweat ran, cursed in English and Norwegian, 
struggled on. No one could plow a straighter furrow in the 
days when he used to work at Lindegaard, but here he was 
only making a mess of it. He must get that young rascal 
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Anders to come and sit in front, on the beam, to keep the 
share down. He shouted as if his life depended on it, and 
Anders rushed to the rescue. 

“Sit there in front, you young rapscallion.” Anders had 
ridden in many different ways, but never like this. The 
plow jerked him up, and he bumped down and nearly lost 
his hold. His father fumed and pushed with might and 
main—they were getting on fine now! And here was Kal 
breaking up prairie land till the sweat fairly rained off him! 
A dark-brown wave was rolling up behind him. Precious 
slow work plowing with these darned oxen, but anyway they 
were going forward and not backward. Hi! Get up! 

At last he could turn and look back along his first furrow. 
Well, that was the first. And something like earth, too! 
Rich, dark soil. He took up a handful and smelled it, and 
his face softened; somehow it reminded him of the smell 
of cream-porridge. Ha, ha! This was earth, and no mis- 
take! 

Turning the plow, he began another furrow. As the soil 
curled over, it gleamed in the morning sunlight. For thou- 
sands of years this soil had lain here waiting for him, and 
now he had come. 

Erik Foss had also moved on to his own land, but his 
first concern was to see that the others got to work. There 
was not even a wagon on the ground of his neighbor Anton 
Noreng, for Anton lived in Jo Berg’s. When Erik went to 
look them up he found the schoolmaster sitting inside, read- 
ing a book, and learned that Anton had gone out with his 
gun to try to shoot something. 

“Kal’s hard at work plowing.” 

Jo Berg grinned. “You need n’t come and tell me that,” 
he said. 

‘Well, you’ll have to take life seriously out here. If 
you want to live at all, you’ve got to work,” Erik answered, 
and passed on. 
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Morten Kvidal was plowing. He was not so tender- 
hearted toward the hay as Kal was, but plowed it down 
without mercy, knowing that there was more than enough 
all around them. It was hard work for him alone, for the 
turf was stiff and intractable here too. Yet the first furrow 
affected him strangely, making him think of the little home 
thousands of miles away. Here was he, plowing up new 
land, not at Kvidal, but on alien ground. Things didn’t 
always go as one would like them to. How was Mother get- 
ting on, and were they at work now on the hillside at home? 
Ah, he had run away—had deserted them! 

Well, the thing was done now. But he hoped it would n’t 
be too long before he could get back to plow the hillside at 
Kvidal. 

“You go at it like a man,” said Erik Foss, stopping to 
watch him. He felt like a sort of inspector going round to 
see that everything was being done properly. 

“Tt’s damned hard work!” and Morten mopped his face. 

“There ’s many a settler, has said that before you. You 
must remember you aren’t the first!” Erik chuckled and 
strolled on; Morten was one of the best of the lot, he said 
to himself. 

Farther on he saw the stalwart Per struggling along with 
his plow. Erik pulled up short: could he believe his own 
eyes? Some one helping Per? Who could that be? A 
woman was sitting in front, on the beam; it must be Anne! 
Look at that, now! Who’d have thought she had it in her? 
But folks soon showed what they were made of when they 
got out here on the prairie. 

“Bless the work!” he greeted them. 

Anne, who had not seen him coming, jumped off with 
a little scream and an embarrassed laugh. 

“You’ve got a real helpmate there,” said Erik to his 
friend. 

“Helpmate—yes, that’s just what I always say!” Per 
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answered, looking round as if challenging anybody to deny it. 

“Yes,” said Anne, “he was making such a to-do, com- 
plaining that he could n’t get on at all, so I thought I’d 
best try and help. Baby’s in the wagon—crying, I expect.” 

“No. d passed close by, and he seemed to be asleep.” 

Erik walked on. Quite promising, this! If only they’d 
stick to it. But what should he do with those two ne’er- 
do-weels, the schoolmaster and Mother’s Darling? Give 
them a hiding? It might come to that if they didn’t look 
out. 

None of them, however, was in such a furious rage as 
Ola Vatne. He, too, was plowing; bareheaded and naked 
to the waist, he was urging forward his plow and his oxen, 
cursing, sweating, and looking as if he wanted to smash the 
whole lot of them. A nice state of affairs, this, for one 
who had always done well at everything—whether it were 
cards, or dancing, or fighting! 

“What sort of damned land is this that you’ve palmed 
off on us?” he shouted, as soon as he saw Erik coming. 
Erik gave a chuckle and stopped to watch him. 

“You ought to get some one to help you; some one to 
sit on the beam.” 

“All right; take a trip to town and hire me a lad 

“Ha, ha! Per Foll’s wife is helping him, although she’s 
got a kid to look after.” 

“What! Anne?” 

“Anne’s her name, I believe.” 

“Well, I’m !” said Ola, and drove his oxen on. If 
Erik dared so much as to hint that Else thought herself too 
grand to come and help him! But luckily Erik said no 
more, and strode on into the prairie. 

When Ola mentioned this to Else in the evening, she 
cried, “Oh! How stupid of me not to think of it!” 

‘You? Ha, ha!” The notion tickled him. 

“What! Don’t you think I can do it as well as Anne?” 
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“T don’t know if you can, but I do know I won’t let you.” 

“D’ you suppose I shall ask your leave?” 

He did not dare to remind her nowadays that she was 
a colonel’s daughter; more than once she had given him a 
little box on the ear for doing that. Next morning she got 
up at daybreak like himself, and went out plowing with 
him. It went far better after that. 

“Ill be hanged if I ever saw such a woman as you!’ 
Ola said admiringly. 

No doubt the others were only waiting to see him come 
to grief. Who could expect anything else of a convict com- 
ing to the prairie with a gentleman’s daughter? Let them 
wait. Not that it was easy to be the husband of a colonel’s 
daughter. But that was his own fault, for where could you 
find a woman fit to hold a candle to her? If only he could 
learn to please her! It had been a long sight easier before, 
when they met on the sly in the hills or in the outhouses 
at Dyrendal; in those days she used to say she liked him 
best as he was. But how ‘had it been since? He was al- 
ways feeling ashamed of himself, somehow. 

He had run amuck and burned down one of her father’s 
houses; but wasn’t she always telling him that that was her 
fault? Had she ever complained that she had thrown her- 
self away on him? No; on the contrary, she worked as if 
she ’d been born and bred in a crofter’s hut. When he had 
gone on a spree now and then, in the winter, she had n’t 
scolded him once. No, she’d only looked surprised, and 
kept her thoughts to herself! What could one make of that 
sort of thing? She always made him feel so uncomfortable 
and ashamed of himself. If only she would scold and bully 
him, to give him an excuse for being angry! She never 
even said, “Wash your hands before you eat.” Not a bit. 
She just washed her own and showed him how clean they 
got. 

Ah, he had no chance of living up to her! Heaven help 
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the man who had a wife who was so perfect from top to 
toe! Ola felt as if he were a bull in a silk halter; the hand 
that led him was a weak one, but if he broke away one 
day to enjoy a taste of liberty, he knew he would want to 
hang himself afterward for very shame. And yet, and yet 
—something kept surging up inside him. Was it obstinacy? 
No! It was a rebellious longing to break away—and run 
wild. Ugh! Plow, plow! But the longing grew worse 
and worse, surging up inside him all the time. Heigh-ho! 
how he wished he were back in the hills, running for dear 
life with the rifles cracking behind him! But he must n’t 
say anything; he must choke it down and go on plowing, 
plowing, glad that he had the prairie to wrestle with, any- 
way. 

Erik Foss had n’t an easy time, either, for he felt him- 
self responsible for all of them—and what if the whole 
scheme failed? If they were unhappy here, it would be his 
fault; if the crops failed, he knew they would put the blame 
on him. Already it had come to his ears that Anne could 
not sleep, and lay awake all night crying. But there might 
be more in that than dislike of being here; perhaps she’d 
just discovered that marrying Per was not such a joke after 
all? Then there was Karen Skaret, who complained of 
dizziness and could n’t eat or sleep properly; she said it was 
all the plain, this everlasting plain. 

One day he drew Anton Noreng a little apart from his 
mate, and when they were out of ear-shot he stopped abruptly 
and faced him. “You haven’t done any plowing yet,’ he 
said. 

“No. Maybe I 71] start to-morrow.” 

“To-morrow, eh? That story’s getting pretty stale now. 
You’ll start plowing your own land to-day. Is that plain 
enough speaking ?” 

“Yes, but—I ’m thinking of returning home.” 

“And I’m thinking of giving you a hiding. I’ve promised 
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your father to try and make a man of you. So either you 
do as I say, now, or you get a hiding.” 

“Tt’s no business of yours.” 

“Tf you say that again, I Il knock your head off.” 

. The retort on the tip of Anton’s tongue—a reference to 
the opprobrious nickname of Erik’s mother, Scraggy Olina 
—stuck in his throat, for he saw that the other was in dead 
earnest. 

After a moment’s silence Erik continued: “Remember 
that out here you can’t hang on to your mother’s apron- 
strings. There are no public authorities. I’m boss here. 
You and Jo can’t be allowed to spoil everything for the 
rest. So youll begin to-day; you can borrow a plow and 
oxen from me.” 

Erik Foss turned on his heel. Anton stood staring after 
him. Should he cry or laugh? It was so confoundedly 
hard to settle down to any work. At home he had never 
been able to go on long with anything he began; every- 
thing seemed so dull after a bit. Then he had taken it 
into his head that all would come right if only he went to 
-America. And now they actually expected him to slave 
here, too! 

Was he afraid of getting a thrashing from the son of 
Scraggy Olina? Yes—and no. At home he could have shut 
him up merely by saying something witty about his mother. 
But out here nobody would laugh. Erik Foss seemed to 
have sprung up out of the prairie itself, and so did the 
others; there was no difference between them, whether their 
father was a clerk or a colonel, and the prairie was equally 
stern to all of them. - Was he going to Jet Erik thrash him, 
and give the rest something to laugh at? 

At dinner-time he said to Jo: “To-day I’m going to 
start plowing my land.” 

Jo slapped his thigh and laughed. “What! Are you go- 
ing to plow with mosquitos, my son?” 
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“No. I’m borrowing a plow and oxen from Erik.” And 
Anton squared his shoulders and assumed an air of im- 
portance. “I can’t go on wasting time like this,’ he added. 

On every lot but the schoolmaster’s there was soon a dark- 
brown patch of plowed land. Erik had been hard at work 
with his own plowing, but he managed to go and have a 
look at the others’ at least once a week. Having owned a 
farm farther to the east, he could give them the benefit 
of his experience. Flax was the best crop the first year, and 
ought to be sown in one way, while wheat should be sown 
in another. His mates had never grown either of these 
at home in Norway; but Kal would show them what was 
what when it came to sowing oats! It was some time yet 
to midsummer; with luck they would get a crop this year, 
after all. 

One day one of Kal’s oxen went lame just as he was 
harrowing in the seed, and of course it was that artful cuss 
Ebbe. What did Kal do then? Why, he yoked one of the 
oxen, and instead of the other he harnessed himself, Karen, 
the boys, and Paulina by a rope at which they hauled and 
tugged in a long line across the field. Little Siri sat on 
the harrow, wild with delight, shouting, “Get up!” and try- 
ing to imitate the voice in which her father said, “You 
damned rascal!” All in the day’s work. They used to do 
this sort of thing at Skaret, too. 

Jo thought it was cowardly of Anton to let himself be 
frightened by Scraggy Olina’s son. Just let Erik come to 
him: he’d soon tell him what he thought of him for en- 
ticing decent folks into this desert where there wasn’t so 
much as a stick to make a fire with! Anton and he had 
agreed to milk the cows and do the cooking on alternate 
days, but now Anton always came in as hungry as a hunter 
and expected to find dinner ready. Jo could n’t prevent 
him from sleeping in the wagon at night, though they had 
decided to send each other to Coventry for a week. What 
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should he do with himself? Why had he ever come out here 
into the wilds? 

He was getting used to being a martyr. Lounging about 
with his pipe in his mouth and his hands in his pockets, he 
stared this way and that. It was just the same everywhere: 
not a thing to be seen but earth and sky. For years he had 
comforted himself with the thought that it was not his own 
fault that he could not get on; he was living in a narrow- 
minded, reactionary country where a free man had no chance, 
however talented he might be. For instance, look at the 
way the authorities had treated him. Did they let him get 
a post in any school? Did they let him believe what he 
thought it common sense to believe? He had got used to 
lying in bed at home, smoking, reading the papers, and 
grumbling about the state of the country, till he had grown 
fat and lazy doing nothing. 

Then had come a gleam of hope—America, the land of 
the free; a chance for him at last! Well, he was there 
now. In Wisconsin he had‘ worked as a day-laborer; and 
he ’d had to stick to it, too, or get the sack. The capitalists 
in this country were the worst of all for exploiting the 
workers who slaved for them. But he had hung on be- 
cause he wanted to save up enough money to come here 
with the others; Erik had said it was such a fine place— 
all the land you could possibly want, vast fields of wheat, 
wealth in whatever direction you turned your eyes. Well, 
hed got the land, but now he had to start slaving again. 

Work, work, work! Worst of all, he could n’t blame the 
authorities this time. As far as he could see across the 
prairie, he couldn’t find a trace of any authorities at all. 
The State? No doubt it was the duty of the State to give 
bread to its children. But, however much he strained his 
eyes, he could n’t see a sign of the State—nothing but the 
earth, the sky, and himself. Work! Swim or you’ll sink: 
who could make any sense of a cynical law like that? 
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He could go in and out, or wherever he liked, but he 
had no one to blame, no one to rebel against; all he had was 
his land, which would never yield any wheat as long as he 
didn’t plow and sow. It seemed to lie there and mock 
him. That made him think of the farmers at home who had 
gone security for him with the bank, and who doubtless 
thought they would soon get some money from America. 
Ha, ha! His mother and father had often said to him, 
“Jo, youll always have a grievance, wherever you are.” 
And it really began to look as if they were right. The 
thought vexed him. Were the old folks going to be right 
about that too? He could see them holding up their hands 
in horror, and feeling themselves in the right. And for all 
that, they were sure to expect him to write and send them 
money. 

Then one fine day he had no more tobacco—another trick 
of his enemies. But he could n’t exist without tobacco, so 
he went to Erik Foss. None of your newfangled stuff in a 
packet, thank you, but a proper roll which he could pull to 
pieces with his fingers. “Right,” said Erik. “When you’ve 
plowed ten acres, you shall have some.” 

Jo stood stock-still, gaping. Should he tell Erik what he 
thought of him? But Erik went on: 

“And when winter comes, and you’ve no food, you can 
starve or live on your own fat, for youll not get a crust 
from any of us.” This was holding a pistol to his head, with 
a vengeance! 

However, Jo did not tell Erik what he thought of him. 
He went round to his neighbors instead, and managed to get 
a little tobacco from each of them; but they told him that 
they had only just enough for themselves—an unmistakable 
hint. He began to think of going away. Only, where 
should he go? To the town? But there a misguided social 
system would force him to slave again. Back to the old 
country? No, not for the world! 
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The upshot was that Jo started plowing, but not until the 
crops were already coming up on the other lots. Anton 
was part owner of the oxen, but never dared to take them if 
Jo wanted them. Jo’s plowing took a long time; it made 
him uncommonly stiff, and the obstinate turf reminded 
him of his teachers at the training college, but he was n’t 
going to give it any quarter now. Before long his appetite 
improved wonderfully. He slept like a top. He even be- 
gan to talk to Anton again, and became quite sociable. As 
for his oxen, he had almost a brotherly feeling for them; he 
would stand by the hour scratching their backs and talking 
English to them, and once he very nearly said that all 
toilers ought to make common cause. He had given them 
new names, and called one Luther and the other Garibaldi, 
both champions of liberty. 

Meanwhile the settlers had advanced a step farther and 
had begun to build themselves sod huts. Of course they all 
went to Erik to ask how they should do it, for none of them 
had ever built a sod hut before. Neither had Erik, for that 
matter, but he did not consider it necessary to tell them so. 
“First of all, you must have a good cellar,” he told them. 
“It’s pretty cold in winter on the prairie, and you must have 
a place where you can keep the food and milk.” 

Four of the neighbors had dug out gaping holes for their 
cellars beforé Anton and Jo had finished working in their 
fields. The two men had made friends again and ex- 
changed a few sentences morning and evening. But if 
Anton started running down “that rotten country” Norway, 
the schoolmaster soon shut him up; he had heard that 
story a hundred times. 

One day the two boys Anders and Oluf set off barefoot 
on a secret expedition into the prairie, their object being 
to go so far that they could no longer see any smoke. What 
a lark if they should get lost, or were caught by Indians and 
carried off to be tortured! Anders had prominent cheek- 
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bones and large eyes, like his mother, with an enormously 
wide mouth which seemed specially made for calling the 
cattle on the hills. Oluf was shorter, but more thick- set, 
with very wide-awake eyes—a regular rogue. 

They ran on at a brisk pace. Presently they came upon 
a queer-looking grayish-brown animal with a pointed snout, 
and it smelt so awful that—faugh!—they had to hold their 
noses! Anders swore and Oluf spat. They must have 
walked miles by now! What if they could n’t find the way 
home? But still they ran on, often through prairie-grass 
that reached up as high as their chests. All of a sudden 
they fell head over heels into a little river; they struggled out 
dripping wet, and stood panting on the bank, staring in be- 
wilderment at each other and the water. Then they noticed 
that there was sand there, and stones too. “Look!” cried 
Anders, pointing, “here’s a lot of stone, the very thing 
Father wants.” 

There was driftwood, too, left on the bank when the water 
had been higher, and as dry as a bone—the very thing for 
their camp-fire. 

When they got home, full of their great news, Kal gave 
a meaning glance in the direction of his neighbors and told 
the boys to keep it dark. Then he went and yoked the 
oxen to the kubberulle, seated himself on it with the two 
boys, and drove off, swaying and bumping over the prairie. 
Kal could not help laughing at his wonderful cart: its wheels 
reminded him of grindstones, and the wooden axles clattered 
like clogs. But it got along somehow. Some stones to sup- 
port the cellar wall were just what he needed, and here 
were enough for himself and plenty for the others as well. 

The boys were delighted with the little river they had dis- 
covered, and began to wonder whether there were any fish 
in it. If only they could get some fishing-tackle! They 
talked it over in secret, and did not breathe a word about 
their plans even to the two little girls. Surely there was 
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no harm in stealing a darning-needle from mother, and 
holding it in the fire till it became pliable enough to bend 
into a hook? They found a long piece of string tied round 
some packages, and as for bait, there were sure to be worms 
under the stones near the river. As soon as their father 
settled down for his after-dinner nap the two boys stole off 
again. 

Kal swore when he woke up and found that they had 
disappeared; those tarnation boys hadn’t finished planting 
the potatoes! In the evening he caught sight of them com- 
ing back across the plain, and vowed that if they had never 
had a thrashing before they should have one now. But what 
the dickens were they carrying between them? He stared in 
amazement. Fish, as he was a sinner! 

“Well I’m blest!” cried Karen. None of them could tell 
what sort of fish they were—certainly not trout. “They 
must be pike,” Kal declared, though he knew precious little 
about fresh-water fish. 

Another day the boys were fishing up the river when they 
suddenly made a new find—some trees. They were grow- 
ing in a hollow, almost like a little valley, too far away to 
be seen from the camp. And now those who wanted more 
roof-beams could get them. 

Soon the huts would be ready. There was only one room 
in each, but perhaps they could build on another next year. 
And the oxen and cattle must have a roof over them in 
winter, too. But not even Erik had remembered everything 
when he bought their outfits; he had forgotten all about 
window-glass. A “house” consisted of four walls of prairie 
sod piled layer upon layer, a door, two holes for light, a 
roof of elm poles overlaid with brush and “shingled” with 
sod—and that was all. For the present the windows had 
to be covered with paper. “Just like a fisherman’s hut,” said 
Kal. 

He did not pretend to be much of a carpenter; but, then, 
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he wasn’t making the furniture for an exhibition. ‘There 
were bedsteads against three of the walls, one for the girls, 
one for the boys, and one for the old folks. The stove, with 
a pipe which went up through the roof, stood in the middle 
of the floor, where it would warm the whole room, Erik 
said; they ’d be glad of it when the prairie winter set in. 

They were busy enough all the week, but Sunday was a 
long day. 

It was no use gazing out over the prairie, for they could 
not see a church spire anywhere. Kal Skaret made a point 
of getting up at daybreak even on Sundays, and worked 
away as usual until he saw that the others were beginning 
to stir. No doubt the Lord could see him; but, then, He 
was not so particular as one’s neighbors here on earth. 

The settlers would wash and make themselves smart in 
their Sunday best, and then seat themselves outside their 
huts, staring across the level plain that stretched on endlessly 
till it vanished in the quivering sunshine. Visions of the 
old country would rise before them. It never occurred to 
them that there might be a difference between the time there 
and here; the church bells would be ringing out over the 
valley now, they thought, and all the folks would be driving 
or walking to church. What would the parson’s text be to- 
day? 

Or husband and wife would go for a stroll round their 
fields to see how the crops were getting on and talk over the 
prospects. The land would be all the better for some rain 
now. The broad-bladed wheat was peeping up all over the 
large square patches, and the oats looked as even and fine as 
velvet. When they went out into the prairie they could see 
their fields from a long way off, cabbage-green against the 
brownish yellow of the surrounding plain. After all, this 
ground that they had broken up was making them feel more 
settled and contented. So they kept Sunday by walking 
round it and wishing good luck to the seed they had sown. 
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Sunshine and rain were their Providence now, and the fields 
were a kind of home. 

Already they had begun to call their land after the farms 
in the old country: their lots and their huts had come to be 
known by the names of Skaret, Foss, Vatne, Berg, Noreng, 
and Kvidal. “Let’s go round to Skaret and see how Kal’s 
getting on,” the neighbors would say. The bestowal of these 
names seemed to consecrate the huts, and called up a sort of 
mirage of their homes in the old country. 

One day Karen Skaret had a strange experience. The 
hut for the cattle had been built and the animals had spent 
two or three nights in it; then one evening she had gone 
round in the dusk to milk the cows and had seen—the brownie 
from Skaret! Dreamed it? Not she; it was the sober truth. 
As if she didn’t know that little fellow! Why, the sight 
of him struck her all of a heap, and she had to hold on to 
the door. Fancy his coming with them all this way! Well, 
after this everything was sure to come right. 

She did not dare to tell anybody, though, for that might 
bring bad luck on both man‘and beast. But from that day 
on she felt better. Her dizziness passed off, and she no 
longer got a headache from looking at that tiresome plain. 
It seemed as if all she had cared for at Skaret had accom- 
panied her here—as if she could even smell the hills and 
the fiord again. Often the children and Kal would look at 
her in surprise. She had become quite her old self now, just 
as they remembered her going about at Skaret. 


IV 


Another Sunday afternoon. Else and Ola had been for 
their usual walk around the fields, and now they were talking, 
seated on some soft hay in the shadow of their hut. Ola 
was bareheaded—his mop of fair hair was very thick—and 
every now and then he strummed a little on the fiddle that 
he held in his hands. Else asked him to play a country- 
dance and he did so. But somehow the tune seemed to float 
away and lose itself in the endless plain, and Else felt that a 
dance like that had nothing in common with the landscape 
here. It called up visions of waterfalls and steep mountain- 
sides, of wooded hills and clear summer nights. A tune to 
make any one homesick, even if she were not so before. 

But Ola had not a good ear. He played carelessly, and 
very often out of tune, too. She herself had had music les- 
sons and had learned to play the piano. Taking his fiddle, 
she tried the strings; she could not play, but she tuned it, 
drew the bow across the strings, then tuned it still better. 
“See whether that does n’t sound nicer now,” she said, hand- 
ing it back to him. He tried it with the bow, and agreed 
that she had improved it. And once more he realized that 
she never liked finding fault with him; she had given him 
the benefit of her finer ear, and that was her way of teach- 
ing him. Only Else would do that. But now he began to 
doubt whether his playing was good enough for her: ought n’t 
he to give it up? 

While he was having his afternoon nap Else strolled off 
across the prairie to see Anne. The neighbors had gone this 
way so often, on their visits to each other, that they had 
worn a little path. To-day the sun was as blazing hot as 
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ever, and bluish-red heat-waves quivered on the distant 
plain. The cattle feeding there looked no bigger than ants, 
as if they were miles and miles away. 

Else knew in her heart that she was seeking something 
which she could not find by visiting Anne. Why not be 
honest and admit it? It was not only the dark uneasiness 
in the under-world within her—the agonizing fear that she 
had killed her father, brought shame on her two brothers, 
and so disgraced the family name that they all hated her. 
No, it was not only that. Such things could be forgotten 
if one worked hard all day; one’s senses grew blunt as one’s 
back and arms became tired. But there was something else, 
something that she missed; and why not admit it? Birth 
and education—did they count for nothing? Could one 
throw them overboard so easily, after all? Was it enough to 
love a man, to give up everything for him, and bear part 
of the burden of his crime in order to make it lighter for 
him? Was that enough? It might give one a certain happi- 
ness, but would it suffice in the long run? 

How she longed to hear real music again—a sonata of 
Beethoven, a nocturne of Chopin, or one of Schumann’s 
songs! Never till now had she guessed how much it meant 
to her. Suppose she shouted it across the prairie, spoke of 
it to the neighbors, to Anne? What response would there 
be? Was she to be cooped up forever with these people? 
Would she never have any other associates? She looked 
about her. The prairie, the dead unending plain, stretched 
away on all sides into the blue distance. Yes, she was shut 
in here, and it forced her to look back, to remember. And 
what did she see then? ‘The well-known rooms, the people 
at Dyrendal, the fiord, the hills, her father. Oh, Father, 
Father ! 

Fate. What was fate? 

“I’m glad you’ve come,” said Anne. “Per has gone out; 
J think he’s gone to see Morten.” 
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Anne’s baby was lying on the bed. The flies bothered him 
so, poor little thing! The door stood wide open, letting a 
little more light into the dark hut. The two young women 
in their neat Sunday clothes seated themselves one on each 
side of the little table that Per had knocked together. Milk- 
cans stood round the walls, a saucepan of porridge was 
warming on the stove, various sorts of food were arranged 
on shelves, and a smoked ham hung from the roof. This 
was the kind of house that Anne Ramséy had to live in now. 

“You ’ve made it very cozy here,” said Else, looking round. 

“Yes, I suppose it quite reminds you of Dyrendal!” Anne 
answered, raising her eyebrows. 

They smiled at each other. Both of them were tanned 
by the sun and wind, and their hands were roughened by 
hard work. Both had dark hair, but Anne’s oval face was 
still full of the joy of life, and her large, expressive eyes 
looked as if she could see visions which were best kept to 
herself. Else’s face had a more veiled expression, and she 
had a trick of bending her head for a moment before she 
spoke. Anybody could see that she kept most of her thoughts 
to herself; and in her brown eyes were depths which could 
hide much. 

Else walked across to the bed, to look at the little boy. 
He was called Isak, after his grandfather. Of course. And 
folk said old Isak was as hale and hearty as ever; she 
wondered if he still went on dancing. This little man on 
the bed looked as though hed take after his grandparents. 
Anne listened with a smile and gazed at the wall. Pres- 
ently, with downcast eyes, Else asked whether it was diffi- 
cult to look after a baby. 

A gleam of mischief crept into Anne’s eyes. “Well it’s 
not so bad looking after one, but getting one safely and well 
into the world is worse.” 

Else forgot herself and looked up at the other with horror 
in her eyes. “What! Was it really so awful, Anne?” 


110 The Emigrants 


Anne thought she would frighten her a little more, just 
as a punishment for thinking she could hide her condition. 

“Ugh, yes! I can’t even think of it without feeling it all 
again. But luckily I had both a doctor and a midwife.” 

Was Else proof against that? No, she was not; and out 
it all came, though not without a good deal of beating about 
the bush. What would it be like, Else wondered, to have 
a baby out here in the wilds, where they had n’t a doctor or 
even a midwife? 

Anne pretended to be surprised. “Why, you don’t mean 
to say— Are you expecting one?” And again there was 
a twinkle in the corner of her eye. Aha! she had forced 
this fine lady to drop her pride and show how helpless she 
was. “But Karen will manage that all right, you know,” 
she added consolingly. 

“Karen! But she’s had no training!” 

“She ‘ll manage, though. Women of our class often do 
without a midwife.” 

That might satisfy Anne, but it was cold comfort to Else. 
“Yes, but when she’s had no training? You know how 
easy it is to get that dangerous fever. And if one had to 
call in a doctor, it would take weeks for him to travel here 
and back.” ‘She sighed, and bent her head for a moment. 
“Well, God’s will be done. I must manage as best’ I can.” 

Never before had she opened her heart so freely to any 
of the others. Was it class feeling, because she was a 
colonel’s daughter, that had kept her from doing so? It was 
one thing to make friends with these people, to dress like 
them, to do the same work as they did. But it was quite 
another matter to sit here confessing her secret fears to this 
peasant girl. 

And Anne understood this very well. Why should n’t she 
make the most of her triumph? The distance between the 
two girls had been very great; she’d always had to look up 
to the young lady at Dyrendal. If she went to the colonel’s 


The Emigrants 111 


house, it was an understood thing that she had to go to the 
kitchen entrance. Often she had looked at the lights in that 
long row of windows, and heard the sound of music in the 
rooms behind the drawn curtains, but never once had she 
been inside. She thought of this now. What did she know 
about the gentry, once they had gone in and closed the doors 
behind them? What did they talk about at home, what did 
they read, what did they play, what had they seen on their 
travels, and what did they think of one another? 

eAnne had no notion, nor had any peasant in the parish. 
They saw the colonel out of doors, where he never forgot 
to tip the little boys who opened the gates for him, talked 
affably to the poor, and shook hands with her father, Farmer 
Ramséy, always keeping his gloves on. But what could Anne 
know about his relations with his children? Supposing Else 
were to tell her that he had quarreled with both his sons 
because they held radical opinions and had married beneath 
them, that she herself had sided with her brothers in her 
heart, though she had never dared to show it, and that she 
had gone on year after year nursing a spirit of revolt: would 
Anne understand a word of it? Else had grown up in the 
country, played with the peasant children, milked the cows 
for the fun of the thing, and gone at will into the servants’ 
quarters. But what did she really know about the peasants? 

To-day she sat there talking longer than usual. An 
anxious dread forced her to open her heart to the other; 
for, after all, Anne was a woman, a companion in her loneli- 
ness. Fate had thrown them together, regardless of class 
distinctions, so they ought to help and befriend each other. 

She bent her head for a moment, and then unburdened 
herself of the confession which her friend was waiting: when 
the time came in the autumn, she knew she would n’t live 
through it. 

“Nonsense!” said Anne. 

“Ah, you’ll see that I’m right.” And all at once she 
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felt again that strange sensation of looking into the past. 
How delighted her father and mother must have been when 
a daughter was born at last! What would they have said if 
any one had told them that it would end like this? 

She went on telling Anne about her girlhood; it was a 
relief to talk about it now. She spoke of how beautiful her 
mother had looked on that last evening, when Else had 
climbed up into her bed to say good night. Anne listened 
with growing interest. Well she knew that warm devotion 
to one’s mother and father, yet for the life of her she could 
never have put it into words. Else went on to speak of her 
brothers; one of them was a captain in the army and the 
other a lawyer. Although they held radical opinions, she 
supposed they considered her a fallen woman now, for they 
never wrote her a line, though they could easily find out 
her address. Well, she wasn’t going to ask them, if they 
preferred not to. She could not help confiding all this to 
Anne. . . . Had she quite forgotten that this young woman 
was not her sister? 

And other things, which one would not tell to everybody, 
came out in spite of herself—about her life in the convent 
school in Germany, about the German officer who was al- 
ways writing love-letters to her, and more besides. It made 
Anne laugh, and she herself smiled at the recollection of it. 
She even spoke of her father: did n’t Anne think him a very 
distinguished-looking man, and had she ever seen any one 
with a better seat on horseback? “You can’t think how 
splendid he was to us children.” (That was all Anne need 
know about it, anyway.) And then she passed on to other 
reminiscences, of the dances at home, of her father’s young 
adjutants, of the students and young engineers who visited 
them in summer, of picnics in the woods, of sailing expedi- 
tions among the islands on beautiful light nights. How 
much of all this could Anne grasp? ‘Well, she had always 
known that the gentry knew how to enjoy themselves. So 
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Else could live her girlhood over again and go on telling 
as much as she pleased, provided that she did not overstep 
the proper limits. It was an outlet for her homesickness. 

At last she rose to go. Her tall, slender figure passed 
out of the hut, and wandered off toward another in the 
far distance. She had not gone many steps before the little 
house behind her was already as if sunk in the ground; nor 
could she see her own yet, but only some long patches of 
green corn-field. Nobody could see her here, yet she leaned 
forward a little as she walked, to conceal the fact that she 
was no longer so slim-waisted. 

A gray cloud hung overhead: was the rain coming at last? 
How she wished it would, for Ola’s sake! The cloud had 
thrown a whole landscape of dark shadow across the plain; 
it looked as if the heavens meant to frighten her, as if her 
memories of home were gathering thick and dark above her 
head out here in the wild prairie. “Yes, this is where you 
will die, with no one to help you, when your time comes to 
bear the child whose father is an incendiary,”’—that was 
what she heard her father saying when he came to her in 
dreams. Now the shadow-realm was lying just in front of 
her, and right in the middle of it stood their hut, with Ola 
still asleep indoors, perhaps. She would have to enter that 
menacing shadow. Sunday... Sunday ... What a long, 
melancholy day it was, out here in the wilds! 

Another person who was out walking to-day was Anton 
Noreng. He had got into such a habit of depending on his 
mother’s advice and help that now he had to resort to some 
other woman instead of her. Karen Skaret’s broad pale 
face, with its far-seeing eyes, was very much like his mother’s, 
and it always gave him a feeling of security when she was 
near. He had some stockings which needed mending and 
a pair of trousers with a great rent in the knee. “Can you 
do anything to them, Karen?” As for his shirts, he could 
never wash them white, however much soap he used. “What 
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shall I do, Karen?” He put on a helpless, boyish face, and 
looked at her with pleading eyes. It was never difficult to 
get round Karen. None of the women had so many to darn 
and wash and mend for as she had, but Paulina could help 
her, and besides, she had n’t the heart to say no to the boy. 

“Well, what’s the matter now?” she said. “D’ you think 
l’ve nothing better to do than to look after you?” But 
her voice was as mild as that of a mother remonstrating with 
her own son. “All right, you can ask Paulina,” but all the 
time she knew that she would have to do it herself. Anton 
felt almost bashful when he turned to Paulina: the lass was 
over twelve now, quite a little woman—rather freckled about 
the nose, certainly, but when her fair hair was nicely combed 
and plaited on Sundays one almost felt tempted to write her 
a little love-letter! Paulina giggled, gave him a sidelong 
look, and said she ’d see what she could do. “You can put 
them there, and I "ll try and get them done before bedtime,” 
she added, quite in her mother’s manner. 

“How’s things going, over in your hut?” inquired Kal, 
who was lying on the bed. 

“Oh, pretty much as usual.” Anton gave a little sigh. 

‘Have you any coffee left?” Karen asked. 

“Very little. Jo’s always making himself coffee when 
I’m out.” 

“Well, if you’ll sit down and wait a few minutes, I’m 
just going to make a cup for ourselves.” 

It was like being home on a visit for Anton to sit there 
looking at a whole family, father, mother, and children, all 
together. He stayed on and on, and forgot all about the 
time, until it was so late that they simply had to turn 
him out. 

Morten Kvidal was lying on the bed in his hut, smoking 
a pipe and reading. His mother had packed a Bible and a 
hymn-book in his chest, and he himself had added “Synnéve 
Solbakken,” “Asbjornsen’s Fairy-Tales,” and “Snorre.” At 
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present he was reading the fairy-tales. It was easy enough 
to fly home and drink in the air of the old country when 
one had a book like that in one’s hands. These supernatural 
and subterranean beings seemed to be forces rising out of 
himself. If he shut his eyes, he could see the whole thing 
before him. The wood-nymph, now—what was the wood- 
nymph? The head-master of the county school had said: 
“The wood-nymph is a birch-clad hillside which opens its 
eyes and comes to life. But the hillside is part and parcel 
of our own nature.” Never before had he understood it so 
well as he did now, looking at it from so far away. And 
yet he had left it? But not for good—oh no! He could 
feel the old country inside him all the time. Why could n’t 
he write poetry nowadays? He would write about the valleys, 
the waterfalls, the crags, the forests, and the clear nights 
in a human soul. Yes, but he was thousands of miles away 
from all that now. 

He was having his Sunday rest, so he could lie here dream- 
ing to his heart’s content and allow his thoughts to roam 
where they would. Last winter he had had one or two 
letters from Helena; she wrote so nicely, and said she longed 
and sighed for him; fancy that! Then why couldn’t she 
come out here and join him? Because he wasn’t good 
enough for her, of course. She thought him good enough 
to flirt with and write to, but catch her stooping so 
low as to marry him! No, he wasn’t good enough for her. 
But although he was so far from any town or post-office, 
he wrote her a letter every Sunday; they could not be sent off 
till sometime in the autumn, but by then there would be 
a whole cart-load of letters; he should n’t wonder if he had 
to pay half his crop in postage. And the letters she 
wrote to him—perhaps they were lying there in the town, 
waiting and waiting like his own? 

All the week he toiled and moiled, slaving away with 
grim determination. At last he had room to turn round. 
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A hundred and sixty acres to-day, and double as much to- 
morrow; the sooner he could cultivate them, build farm- 
houses, and sell the whole lot for thousands of dollars, the 
sooner he could hurry home, and throw himself into the 
work awaiting him there. But Sunday was Sunday. He 
was taking a rest to-day; to-morrow he would make a fresh 
spurt. 

aBtene outside, the door opened, and Per Foll entered, bend- 
ing his tall form in order to pass through the low doorway. 
He had on his Sunday best—white shirt sleeves and an 
open waistcoat—and his hair and beard were newly combed. 
“Having a laze?” he asked. 

“Yes. Creep in.” 

The seat creaked as he sat down heavily upon it. He 
leaned forward, and rested his chin on his hands. “Sun- 
day goes precious slowly,” he remarked with a forced laugh. 

“What! When you’ve got a wife and child?” 

“H’m.” He mused with shut eyes. 

Morten watched his clear-cut face, framed by his fair 
curly hair and big silky beard. Per did not seem to be 
happy lately; what could be the matter? 

“Queer thing,” said Per, presently. “I’ve been looking 
for something all day.” 

“And have you found it yet?” 

“Ha, ha! You don’t even ask what it is!” 

“Well, what is it then?” 

“The Sabbath—Sunday.” Per opened his eyes and fixed 
them mildly and seriously upon his friend. 

“And you can’t find it?” 

“No; can you?” 

Morten preferred not to answer the question. But Per 
went on: “You know what I’ve always thought of the 
church and the clergy.” 

“Yes, youve made no secret of it.” 
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A “But are we any better off now? We’ve nothing at all 
ere.” 

“H’m.” Morten looked up at the ceiling. He could feel 
that something was rankling in the depths of Per’s soul. A 
ery for help, a confession to a sympathetic ear was trying 
to break through. All the week he toiled there in solitude, 
alone with the sky, the prairie, and himself. A coyote 
howled in the distance at sundown, then all was still and 
deserted again. It made a man feel so depressed to be al- 
ways alone with his evil thoughts. Yes; Morten knew that, 
too. . . . Per closed his eyes again. “I’ve been doing a lot 
of thinking lately, trying to figure out what this spiritual 
life is. Seems to me it’s being discontented with what 
you have.” 

“There ’s something in that.” 

Taking out his pipe, Per filled and lit it. Morten, 
stretched at full length on the bed, followed his example. 
Then Per began to talk about women. There was no deny- 
ing that they formed a sect of their own, he said. Who 
could ever tell how much a girl had had to do with other 
men before she married? 

Morten dared not look at him, but he thought: “Mercy 
on us! Per’s begun to worry about all the boys Anne used 
to gad about with before she took him at last for reasons 
of her own. And maybe he’s wondering why a little chap 
with black hair and brown eyes was in such a very uncommon 
hurry to come into the world! Well, he’ll have his work 
cut out.” 

He tried to change the subject. What an age it was since 
they had seen a paper; all they had to live on now was 
the news folks were talking about when they left home. He 
started on the franchise, and Per really warmed up once 
more about his favorite themes at the county school—the 
liberties of the people, Sverdrup, Bjornson the worker, and 
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progress. The same old story! Per could not help laugh- 
ing at the thought of serving up all this again; he might 
as well save himself the trouble of changing the words and 
forcing them into new phrases—it wasn’t a scrap of use. 
The earth was thirsty in this hot weather, and so were their 
minds; they were drying up for lack of something fresh 
to feed on. Why, anything might be happening in the 
world now! And almost before he knew it Per let fall the 
remark that he supposed some day the settlement would be 
big enough to build a church. 

Morten pondered. It was the loneliness and the prairie 
again: they had made Per so dizzy that they had forced this 
little cry for help out of him. God help us all! Ah, Mor- 
ten could feel it, too, could sympathize with him! He said 
he did not think they would have to wait very long, pro- 
vided that enough folks came and joined the settlement. 

They went on chatting about this for some time; then 
suddenly a sort of groan escaped Per’s lips: “Forgiveness 
—ah, that’s the trouble!” 

Morten looked askance at him. Forgiveness? Was he 
thinking of Anne again? Had this big, strong man been 
going about alone on the prairie, finding out more and more 
of her sins, until it all grew so terrible that he saw no remedy 
but God’s forgiveness? Those bloodshot, worried eyes— 
Morten did not like the look of them. 

At length Per got up, murmuring that it was time to go 
home. Bidding the other good night, he squeezed through 
the little door, put on his hat, and set off across the plain 
toward another hut in the far distance. 

He walked on slowly. Nothing here but the sky, the 
prairie, and himself! The sun, sinking down toward the 
ocean of earth, looked strangely wan. The prairie was 
reddish and dark, as if plunged in a weird gloom that was 
closing in on the whole world. Per seated himself on a 
tussock, and watched the dusk creep nearer and nearer. 
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Now there was only half of the sun’s disk showing above 
the darkness. Farewell to the day. And now he was all 
alone again with the night. 

The coyotes began to howl their chorus far away to the 
west. The prairie itself seemed to be lifting up its voice, 
frenzied and fiery, as if a demon had opened his gaping 
jaws. At home in his hut they had used up the last candle- 
end, and there was no lamp; they had to go to bed with the 
dark and rise with the dawn. It was dark now. Stars were 
springing out in the sky. Per recognized the Pleiads as old 
acquaintances. What! had they, too, come all this way? He 
thought of the knoll with a clump of firs on it, above Foll, 
which was such a faithful friend. No doubt it was waiting 
for him to return. He remembered how often he had felt 
depressed when he was indoors; but when he had gone out- 
side, and looked about him for a while, he had felt so 
much better—as if he had been able to store up within him- 
self the strength of the mountains, the woods, and the lake. 

How clearly he could see it all now! Down with the 
church and the clergy . . . liberty of thought and belief .. . 
How easy it had been to talk like that in those days! But 
what about now? ‘There were none of those things in his way 
here. Neither reaction nor the rich peasants nor the church 
—nothing. Well, what then? What did he believe in now? 
What did he think, now that he had gained his. liberty? 
What did he see? ‘This plain . . . receding, always recedy 
ing from him. There was not a single obstacle here, noth- 
ing one could shoulder aside, nothing of any kind. He 
could never climb up anywhere to get a wider view, or go 
down into the shade to give his eyes a chance of looking 
upward. He merely became dizzy, because the world around 
him was so vast, and he himself so small. 

There was something uncanny about the relation between 
the plain and Per. It was making game of him. It was 
making him wicked and suspicious. He was all alone here 
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with a host of devilish thoughts. Who could this be, tempt- 
ting him to rush into the hut, to snatch up the child and 
throw him out, to shower abusive names upon Anne, and 
drive her away? Had she really run riot with the doctor’s 
son—with this one and that, and many, many more? His 
child with black hair, and those brown eyes? “Ah! you 
b—! Look out, I’m coming!” 

But he stayed where he was, still straining his eyes to 
catch a gleam of hope. Even if God were not up there 
among the stars, He must be somewhere. If only he could 
have strength to forgive her, he would find Him. Then he 
would be saved by Him, and would not go stark, staring 
mad. Forgive—that was true Christianity. Now he was 
sure of it, and he raised his head and looked straight in 
front of him. But there was the prairie again, receding 
from him, away and away, mocking and malicious. It did 
not care two straws what he did. Revenge yourself or for- 
give ... Kill your wife . . . Smother your baby! Or else 
forgive. The prairie and the coyotes were howling it at 
him together. 

His head felt so bad to-night. If only he could get some 
sleep! Presently he began to sing a hymn; but it sounded 
like the whimpering of a child who cannot find his mother. 
And no one heard him but the prairie, the stars, and the 
darkness. 
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Then the heat came in earnest. The men went about 
in only a shirt and trousers and the women in a shift and 
skirt, but even so they could not move without perspiring. 
The doors of the huts stood open, gasping for air; and who 
could hope to rest at night when the room felt like an oven 
and the air was thick with mosquitos? The men cursed and 
struck out in their sleep. Anne’s baby was bitten all over, 
and cried incessantly. 

Kal would often run out in his shirt in the middle of the 
night; that darned coyote was prowling round the huts again 
after the pigs and fowls. “Be off, or I7ll send a bullet 
through you!” And if he came outside at sunrise he was 
sure to see the little beggar making off at full speed across 
the plain, leaving the hens in a fluster behind their netting, 
and the cock too frightened even to crow. ‘Then there were 
some little devils called gophers, no bigger than squirrels. 
They tried to curry favor with folks, turning and twisting 
about, and sitting up with their paws in the air, for all the 
world like a parson in church. But Kal only threw a slipper 
at them; he had n’t any use for egg-stealers. 

It was an event for the youngsters when their gray Spanish 
hen hatched out ten chicks. She was teaching them to wipe 
their mouths after meals, and the tiny balls of yellow fluff 
wiped their little beaks so nicely, as if they wanted to show 
that they knew how to behave, too. Did you ever! It was 
just like in the old days at Skaret. 

But it was going to be a bad year, after all. The drought 
was torturing the life out of the yellow prairie, and heaven 
and earth seemed to be utterly forsaken, except by the piti- 
less sun. Karen Skaret hung an old skirt on the wall of the 
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hut: if that didn’t help, nothing would! She let it hang 
there, but she did not tell anybody why. It was really an 
old petticoat, once red, now gray with age, and covered with 
patches and darns. There it remained, defying the sun. 
And she herself went about near it, washing clothes, making 
butter and cheese, cooking, milking the cows morning and 
evening, never idle for a moment. Her broad face was like 
tanned leather now, and her eyes large and wistful. ‘The 
petticoat hung there day after day, and the sun blazed as 
before. Only wait till to-morrow, Karen thought; something 
was sure to turn up. 

Sunday once more. Men and women came wandering out 
of their huts and gazed despondently at the blazing sun. 

Meanwhile the Skaret children were busy celebrating a 
quiet little wedding on the plain. The bride was the red 
cow Kranslin, named after the one Ebbe had taken from 
them, and in a few wecks’ time she was going to have a 
calf. Her husband was Erik’s bull, but they had n’t had 
a church wedding, and in little Siri’s eyes this was very 
wrong. Of course the elder children were anxious to aid 
her in putting the matter right. Just now the two fair- 
haired boys were sauntering along the plain, bareheaded and 
in their shirt sleeves, Anders stout and wide-mouthed, Dluf 
freckled and jolly—but ready with his fist if any one teased 
him. He was always the one to give his mother a helping 
hand—perhaps in the hope of a taste of her cream. 

“Have you got the hammer?” he asked. 

“Yes,” and Anders pointed to the handle sticking out of 
his pocket. There was something special about that old 
hammer from Skaret; they always had it with them when 
they were playing at anything exciting, and to-day it was 
going to be the church bell. 

Behind them tripped Paulina and Siri, with their hair 
in plaits and wearing the blue dresses in which they had 
left Skaret. Siri was carrying a little doll made of a knotted 
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handkerchief, and also a bridal-wreath of prairie flowers. 
What the elder children enjoyed most of all was the abso- 
lute seriousness with which she treated the whole affair. She 
had even wanted to bring a hymn-book. Paulina, who was 
twice Siri’s age, watched her with a motherly air. Poor 
little mite, she knew no better! 

The oxen and cows from the five farms, which always 
herded together when they had a day off, were grazing in 
the dry grass. There stood the bride with her fat red sides, 
whisking away the mosquitos with her tail. She looked 
thirstier than the others did. ‘“Won’t you run and fetch 
a pail of water for her, Anders?” asked Paulina. “No.” 
he answered. “She can’t have the wedding-breakfast till 
she ’s been to church.” 

Oluf led up the bridegroom by his halter. The cow and 
the bull sniffed at each other. “That’s right,” said Oluf; 
“try not to quarrel about the housekeeping.” But first they 
must publish the banns, or the marriage would be illegal! 
So Siri did her best to look as if she were standing in a 
pulpit, and shouted over the plain: “I publish the banns of 
marriage between Tom Tomsen Foss, bachelor, and Krans- 
lin Krandsdatter Skaret, spinster. This is for the first time 
of asking.” 

After that she put the wreath on the bride’s head. Then 
followed the marriage, the sermon, and a little singing. By 
now bride and bridegroom were frothing at the mouth with 
thirst, so the girls led them forward a little way, while 
Anders and Oluf scampered off to fetch two buckets of water. 
Then they had the wedding-breakfast. 

“What the blazes are you kids up to now?” cried a voice, 
and there was Kal coming toward them. 

“You go and tell him,” said Anders to Siri, who always 
knew how to get round her father. Siri put on her most 
innocent expression and ran to meet him. “We’re giving 
the cattle some water, Father.” 


Ee 
124 The Emigrants 


‘What? All the lot of you?” Kal frowned, still looking 
suspicious. 

“You always say we must try and be helpful,” said 
Paulina, as innocently as her sister. 

But when Kal caught sight of the bridal-wreath on Krans- 
lin’s head, he turned on his heel and began to stare at the 
sky again. Youngsters must have their fun; they ’d no other 
children to play with out here in the wilds, and besides, it 
was Sunday. He sauntered back toward his corn-fields. 

This was an anxious time for Erik Foss. If the crops 
failed in the first year, he would be the scapegoat and the 
others would lose heart or even want to leave the settlement. 
All his fine plans would fall to the ground. The rumor 
would get about at home that he had only brought them to 
tuin and misery. That would put an end to all hopes of 
ever going back, to stand outside the church and be the 
chief person present! It didn’t take much of this sort of 
thing to give a man sleepless nights. 

And now the schoolmaster had found something new to 
complain of; not a civil authority or a tyrant this time, 
but a petty pope. For even Erik was better than no 
grievance at all. Jo had become quite another person; his 
face positively beamed with appreciation of his own wit. 
It was all very fine, he said, to have a Moses to lead them 
out into the wilderness, but what about the fleshpots of 
Egypt? If they took his advice they would pack up and 
leave the place at once. 

And he did not stop at that. Why, he asked, had Erik 
been so anxious to lend all of them money? Had anybody 
thought of asking what the rate of interest was? The whole 
thing would turn out to be a subtle form of profiteering; 
just see if it didn’t! 

Now, whether it was due to Karen’s old petticoat or not, 
at any rate the sky turned gray one morning, and later on 
in the day it began to rain. The women let the rain pour 
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down on their bare heads, the animals could feed on wet 
grass again, the earth drank, and the wells began to fill. 

This was not a bumper year, though. The flax had been 
spoiled; the very crop they had hoped to sell in town and 
make money on had failed altogether. The wheat was poor, 
and the oats only just ripened in the ear. When the corn 
_ had all been reaped and the sheaves were standing in shocks, 
the men began to wonder what to do next. They had no 
barn. There was not so much as a threshing-machine. It 
ended by their following the example of the ancient Israel- 
ites and letting the oxen tread out the sheaves, while a man 
walked behind with a pail, to see that they did not foul the 
corn. 

Well, so much for the first year! The straw would have 
to be stacked, and the corn must lie in a heap in the open. 
Erik did his best to encourage everybody. It would all be 
much easier next year, he told them. He had brought a 
hand-mill with him, and they could grind some of the corn 
with that. Sometime in the autumn they would have to 
make a trip to town to buy food for the winter, and 
then they could take a load of oats with them and exchange 
it for flour. 

But Karen was already grinding wheat in her coffee- 
mill. In an hour or two she would have enough flour for 
a bowl of porridge. 

Then the men set to work to plow again, and Kal was 
up every morning before either the cock or the sun. All 
this fine earth was making him feel so greedy: a hundred 
and sixty acres would soon be too little. The ground was 
easier to work after the rain, and one could plow it with- 
out help. That dolt of a schoolmaster wanted them all to 
leave. Hadn’t he ever heard of a drought, with all his 
learning? 

Morten was plowing, too, fiercely impatient to finish his 
first quarter. More and more land under corn meant wealth 
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he had elbow-room to work! Nor were the others going to 
be left behind. Ola plowed on grimly, stripped to tha 
waist; let them say what they liked, he’d keep up with the 
best of them. Per did not spare himself, either; it did him 
good to tire himself out—he could sleep so much better then, 
Folks might go about saying that Anne had thrown herself 
away on him; but let them wait and one fine day they 
would see her living on a big farm. Even Mother’s Darling 
was working away like a man now; he wasn’t going to let 
little Paulina laugh at him! As for oxen, he could always 
borrow Erik’s. But Jo Berg was disappointed; they would 
not take his advice and leave. 

One sweltering afternoon Kal was walking behind his 
plow and telling the oxen that they were damned rascals, 
when suddenly he stopped dead, and began to stare. 

Flock after flock of birds were flying past him—ducks, 
geese, and big dark cranes screaming harshly. The prairie, 
too, had become alive. Hares and rabbits were scurrying 
by in the same direction as the birds; why had n’t he his 
gun with him? There went a coyote; why, there were 
scores of coyotes, tearing along as though the devil were at 
their heels! And what the dickens was that? Rattlesnakes, 
gliding along the ground, hissing with fear! And that? A 
great gray wolf. In the distance he could see herds of long- 
legged antelopes galloping along with their heads thrown 
back. 

What the devil could it mean? The cows were coming 
in from the plain; they were running home as if they were 
scared and wanted to get back to the houses. The wild 
animals seemed suddenly to have lost their dread of man, 
for a fox came and leaped right over Kal’s plow, and then 
dashed on. Did you ever! Here were all the living crea- 
tures on the Western prairie stampeding past as if they were 
out of their wits. What in the world could be the matter? 
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Was rain coming? A cloud was rising into the air far 
away in the west. Well, a shower would do no harm. But 
this cloud had something bright red inside it. . . . How fast 
it was spreading! ... The sky was turning red, too... . 
There must be a strong wind to blow it along like that. It 
looked as if the plain were on fire beneath the surface; little 
tongues of flame burst ont here and there, then a huge sheet 
of flame leaped high into the air. . . . Yes! it was a prairie 
fire, and the wind was blowing it straight in his direction. 

Erik Foss came rushing up. “Plow, Kal! Plow round 
your quarter. As quick as ever you can! The prairie fire’s 
coming! Burn away the grass round the house.” 

He spun round and dashed off to the next man: “Plow! 
Plow round your lot! A couple of furrows will do. Burn 
away the grass round the house. Look sharp!” He ran on 
again, shouting the same thing to each of them. Lucky that 
the cows had all come in, and that the oxen were yoked to the 
plows already, except on Berg’s lot. “Plow! Plow round 
your ground. Two furrows are enough! Burn away the 
grass round the house.” 

He had told them before that if a prairie fire broke out, 
the best thing to do was to kindle a counter-fire, burning 
the grass for some distance around; then the great sea of 
flame would not be able to get a hold on anything, but would 
have to pass by at the sides. Already men and women could 
be seen setting light to the grass round their huts, and 
round the stacks of hay and straw. 

“You must see to the rest, Karen,” said Kal 

He drove the oxen down to one end of his quarter, turn- 
ing up a furrow at right angles to the long strip he had 
just been plowing; then he swung round and plowed a second 
furrow. Good! That would keep the fire from jumping 
across. Without wasting a moment he drove the animals at 
a trot to the other end of his land, and began plowing two 
similar furrows there. 
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When first he noticed the fire it had been miles away; 
but the wind was driving it forward faster than a bird 
could fly. It took some time to plow those two furrows; 
every minute the fire was coming nearer, and of course the 
danger was worst for Kal, who was nearest to it. He urged 
the oxen forward and plowed with despair in his heart: 
what if it should be too late? He glanced toward the west, 
and saw it advancing—a sea of fire with a wedge of flame in 
front. Higher and higher, nearer and nearer. Already he 
could smell the smoke, a smell of scorched grass. If only 
he could plow faster still, and get it done in time to save 
his little home! 

Meanwhile Karen had risen to the occasion. The grass 
had all been burned away round the huts. She had shut 
up the cows and had covered the heap of grain with a 
tarpaulin and hurled several bucketfuls of water over it. 
But—where were the children? They hadn’t come home 
yet! She could n’t see them anywhere. What had become 
of them? Could they be with any of the neighbors? Where 
were they? She ran toward Kal, shouting: “Kal! Kal! 
Where are the children?” 

But Kal was deaf to her cries; his one thought. now was 
to finish the furrows before it was too late. The fire had 
come very near, the smoke was drifting on ahead, and red 
sparks were showering down on the plain close by. Plow 
faster! Then a terror-stricken voice behind him cried: 
“Kal! The children! Where are they?” 

“The children? Don’t you know?” 

“No! do you?” 

“No. Aren’t they at home?” And still he went on ° 
plowing. 

Suddenly Karen remembered. “They went off to fish!” 
she cried in terror. “And little Siri’s with them.” 

That made Kal stop. He had not finished the furrow, but 
he let go the plow and sprang toward her. “What d’ you 
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say, woman? Quick! Are the children out on the prairie?” 

“Yes! Yes! Over there by the river!” 

Kal looked in the direction of the river; it was a long 
way off, and soon there would be a sea of flame between, 
but the children were there. “Look after the oxen,” he 
cried, and throwing down his cap, he set off at a run. 

Karen had no time to feel faint, for the furrow had still 
to be finished; she knew very little about plowing, but plow 
she must now, and she urged the oxen forward again. The 
earth turned over in a fashion—not much of a furrow, but 
still it would do. The fire cast a red glow upon the oxen 
and the plow, the air was suffocatingly hot, and she had to 
drive the terrified animals straight toward the flames and 
smoke. But she went on plowing bravely, and at last com- 
pleted the furrow. Turning the oxen, she let them loose, 
and they galloped off, with their tails in the air, toward 
the huts. 

It was late in the afternoon and the westering sun looked 
as if it were sinking down into the flames to be roasted. 
As far as the eye could see westward, the plain was nothing 
but fire and drifting smoke. Kal had the fire on his flank 
now, and it was drawing rapidly nearer; but he swerved 
and ran on, still heading toward the river. The heavy, 
smoke-laden air was hard to breathe, but he struggled on. 
Were the children making for home, or had they had the 
sense to stay near the water? He was running in heavy 
boots, gasping for breath, perspiring and ready to drop. 
But he must n’t give in, he must try to run faster still. 

Sometimes the wedge of flame leaped up into the sky, 
sometimes it sank lower again, but all the time it was com- 
ing nearer and nearer, drawing a vast sheet of fire behind 
it. Kal swerved again and ran on. His children! The 
fire had cut him off, so that he could not get back to Karen 
now even if he tried, but all he thought of was to reach the 
river and the children. He could taste blood in his mouth, 
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but still he ran on. He stumbled, was caught in a whirl of 
smoke, struggled up again. Now the grass was burning 
underfoot and he was running through fire . . . the soles 
of his boots were glowing hot . . . as if he were trampling 
the flames with naked feet. But he ran on. The river—he 
niust reach the river! Ah, there it was at last! 

On over the smoking, burning earth. The legs of his 
trousers were scorched, he could feel that his hair was singed, 
he could only see the red of the flames, but now he was 
almost there. The wide gray bed of the river lay waiting 
to receive him; the stream had almost dried up, leaving a 
bare stretch of sand and stones on each side. Kal stumbled 
on until he stood with his feet in the stream. His trousers 
were on fire, and he sat down in the water, splashing it over 
his hands, face, and hair. The bed of the river offered no 
sustenance to the fire, and soon it formed a broad path, 
dividing the sea of flames which was devastating the land 
on each side. 

But what about the children? Kal started wading up 
the stream, calling: “Anders! Oluf! Paulina! Siri! 
Siri!” 

At last he heard an answering shout. The very sound of 
it made him stumble and fall. Alive! The children were 
alive! He picked himself up again. Yes, the children were 
alive; they had noticed the fire only after it had cut them 
off, and then Anders had exercised an elder brother’s authority 
and had made them stay where they were. Now they were 
in the middle of the river-bed, and they all shouted at the 
top of their voices when they caught sight of their father. 
The little girls were crying and clinging to their brothers. 
Kal staggered on till he reached them. They were shut in 
now by a wall of fire and smoke on each side, and the heat 
was almost intolerable, even when he and the children lay 
down in the stream with only their heads above the water. 
As for all those whom he had left behind, he was aure that 
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they, the cattle, and the huts, were lost forever in this sea 
of fire. 

Meanwhile the little group of settlers saw that the large 
piece of new ground Kal had plowed up to the west of his 
huts had checked the fire on that side. The wind drove 
the flames a few paces across the furrows, but here they 
could find nothing to feed on; the smoke and the sparks 
drifted over, but the fire could not follow. Not even the 
sparks could fly far enough across the rows of furrows to 
do any harm, but there was still all the dry prairie-grass on 
each side, and here the wind drove the flames farther and 
farther. 

When the fire tried to turn in toward the huts, the wind 
no longer aided it; there were two furrows plowed right 
across, so it could not make any headway. Gaily, as if this 
had been a merry dance, it flew on again before the wind. 
The untilled quarters between the neighbors caught fire 
at the edges, but the wind did not help, and in any case. the 
next lot was plowland, which would not burn. At last the 
little colony saw the whole prairie in a blaze, while they 
themselves stood on a sort of island in the midst of the 
sea of fire. Then they began to run to and fro, wild-eyed, 
and uttering little moans. They went and shut up the 
cattle in their huts. Saved—everything had been saved! 
And now? Now they only wanted to be near one another. 

They gathered round Erik Foss. He was pale, but tried 
to speak calmly. “The danger ’s over now,” he said. “And 
when it’s all cultivated round here, there ’ll be no more 
fires.’ His words came in gasps and he could hardly stand 
still, but no one was listening. They only gaped and moved 
restlessly to and fro. It was getting dark, and this made 
the fire seem all the more alive and powerful. 

Jo Berg joined the group; he had managed to yoke his 
oxen in the nick of time and had plowed his two furrows, 
and now he came wandering along, bareheaded, utterly be- 
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wildered, and staring about him with dazed eyes. Where 
was he? Was this the day of judgment? “Come!” he cried 
suddenly, trying to assemble the others. “Come here, all 
of you: let us kneel and pray!” 

What had happened to him? Perhaps there was a spark 
oi the old-fashioned fear of God still left in him. Had his 
terror awakened it, and driven out all that free-thinking 
nonsense? “On your knees, all of you!” he cried again, 
kneeling down, himself. “We must pray.” And there he 
knelt in the dusk with the red glow from the fire on his face, 
his folded hands raised toward heaven. 

The women, infected by his example, knelt also. Anne 
was kneeling, with her baby on her arm, and his little arms 
were clasped round her neck. Per was on his knees, so 
were Erik and Else; only Ola and Morten remained standing, 
with the same fixed look in their eyes. Nothing could throw 
Ola off his balance, and he was busy with his own thoughts. 
Jo began to pray: “O God in heaven! O God in heaven!” 

But just then Karen came running toward them. “Kal 
and the children!” she cried. “Kal and the children! 
They ’re not here!” 

The others rose hastily from their knees and gathered 
round her. What did she mean? Again she sobbed out 
that Kal and the children were there, there! Pointing, she 
staggered and almost fell. They gazed at the burning plain, 
but no one had a word of comfort for her. They merely 
stood huddled together, gazing silently. It ought to have 
been pitch-dark now, but the whole world was on fires the 
earth had turned into fire and smoke, and the sky was lit 
up by the blaze. Karen went on moaning: “Kal! ... 
Kal! ... And the children!” 

She sank down on the ground and rocked herself to and 
fro. She could not weep, or bewail her loss, she could only 
sob and moan the same words again and again: “Kal! .. . 
Kal! ... And the children !” 
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Night fell, but still they did not separate; they wanted 
to keep together. Else held Ola’s hand all the time, but 
otherwise was strangely calm. Ola was gazing at the prairie; 
there was something, he felt, that he wanted to do, but what 
it was he did not know. 

Erik went up to Karen and tried to comfort her. “At 
any rate, you may be sure youll never be in want as long 
as I’ve a crust of bread,” he told her. She looked at him 
with wide-open eyes, and suddenly he felt ashamed. He 
might have known better than to begin talking to her about 
food! 

When morning dawned in the east, the prairie was still 
smoking, but the wind only whirled up occasional showers 
of sparks. The air was thick and heavy with the smell of 
burned earth, hay, and moss—scorched, dry air, which it was 
difficult to breathe. 

And now Karen said that she must go and search the 
prairie. 

“Impossible,” objected Erik. “Why, it’s nothing but a 
mass of glowing ashes, as far as you can see!” 

It was no use; Karen had made up her mind to go and 
look for the children and Kal. 

“Which way did he go?” asked Ola, who seemed suddenly 
to have found out what he wanted to do. 

“Over there,” she said, pointing. 

Ola looked at his thick leather boots and then at Else. 
She was still holding his hand; he gave hers a squeeze and 
set off at a run. 

“Stop, Ola!” shouted Jo. 

But there was no stopping Ola now. It was years since 
he had had a bear-hunt, or a run on skis through rough 
country, or a dance, or a fight, and here was something really 
tempting at last. The others watched him running, bare- 
headed and in his shirt sleeves, first to a well, into which 
he put both feet, and then on across the smoking country. 
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Sparks flew up at every step, and he ran more and more 
lightly, as though something were pricking the soles of his 
feet. Now they could not see him any longer; the smoke 
had swallowed him up, he was gone. 

They looked at Else. She was pale, but—what did it 
mean ?—she was gazing after him with large, shining eyes 
and a smile on her lips. 

They waited and waited. Some of them wended their 
way homeward. And now, strange to say, it began to rain. 

No one could keep Karen back now. Morten offered to 
accompany her, but she refused, and told him to remember 
that he had a mother in the old country. Morten looked 
down, uncertain what he ought to do. He did not like to 
stay behind, but still he did so; he kept on wanting to run 
after her, but the thought of his mother held him back. 
Karen set off in the direction of the river, and very soon was 
out in the smoke. Holding up her skirts, she waded through 
the hot ashes; they burned her dreadfully, but all she thought 
of was Kal and the children... What did her feet matter, if 
only she could find the children and Kal? 

Where was the river? She had never been there; all 
she knew was the direction in which it lay. She stumbled 
over the charred bodies of some animals that the fire had 
overtaken—wolves or coyotes, it seemed. “Kal! Kal!” 
She hurried on, calling his name. 

Was that some one answering? She heard a distant shout. 
And suddenly she saw them emerge from the smoke ahead 
of her. There they were—Kal with Siri on his shoulder, 
Ola with Paulina on his back, and the boys walking beside 
them. They were coming toward her, wading through smoke 
and sparks. Karen clasped her hands. Did she fall head- 
long? No, for the fearful burning in her feet drove her on. 
“Siri!” she cried, with a break in her voice. “Kal! 
Anders! Paulina! Oluf!”... 

On the following Sunday Erik Foss sent word to the neigh- 


The Emigrants 135 


bors that he wanted them to come round and see him. They 
all assembled outside his house. Karen, Kal, and Ola had 
their feet bandaged in wet cloths. 

Erik asked them to sit in a circle, and he himself stood 
in the middle. He had called them together, he said, be- 
cause he wanted them to make up their minds—were they 
going to stay here over the winter, or not? He was pale, 
and his voice trembled. What if they were all so unnerved 
that they wanted to leave? He studied their faces. As no 
one answered, he went on to say that he felt himself to 
blame for not having told them to plow round their land 
before. He ought to have seen that they did it at the out- 
set. But none of them were likely to forget to do so in 
future, if they decided to stay here. 

Still nobody said a word. Erik began again. Winter 
was drawing near now, he said, and as none of them had 
enough food to last till the spring they must soon take a 
trip to the town, before the snow came. But first of all 
he wanted to know whether they really meant to stay on. 
For his own part, he had no doubt that the whole Dakota 
prairie would some day be one of the richest corn-growing 
lands in the world. But of course it was hardest for the 
pioneers, and the question was: could they hold out? 

At last Kal asked, “Does that mean that I’ve got to give 
up my hundred and sixty acres?” And Karen added: “We 
—we’d begun to feel quite at home here. Besides, every 
thing will be all right.” 

At that the others smiled. Else looked at Ola. Move 
to the town with him? Never! She knew only too well 
what that would mean. The others exchanged glances. 
Even the schoolmaster did not stand up and say that he was 
going to leave. Not a bit of it; he only sat there hanging 
his head. How had he behaved on the day of the fire? 
Like any lay-preacher! Whatever had made him do it? 
Could he ever look folks in the face again after that? At 
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any rate, he could n’t jeer at everything and every one as 
he ’d done before. He could only sit there hanging his head. 
If anything, he ought to tell himself a few home truths. 
Suddenly he stood up and said: 

“T think that what we’ve gone through has made us all 
want to stick together. None of us will ever forget it. 
We feel pretty much like brothers and sisters now. And I 
think a word of praise is due to Ola: he behaved like a 
man.” 

Whatever was he talking about? Ola could not make head 
or tail of it. If he hadn’t acted like a woman, was that 
any reason to make such a fuss? “Yes! And I’ve never 
even thanked you,” beamed Karen, giving him her hand. 
“Nor I,” said Kal, and held out his hand, too. Else only 
sat smiling. 

As for provisions for the winter, Erik continued, he had 
still a little money left, and they could pay him back when 
they made their fortunes. They looked up at him; he had 
lent them such a lot of money already! But Erik was de- 
lighted at the way things were going. He wound up by 
saying that he had one or two cakes of chocolate and several 
cans and pails of milk indoors, so if the women-folks would 
give him a hand with the cooking he would ask them all in 
for a cup of hot chocolate. 

A couple of days after this Kal was hard at work again, 
plowing. The prairie lay black all around; and every now 
and then a gust of wind swept along dark clouds of ashes. 
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Two of Erik’s oxen had strayed away, and he was scouring 
the plain with Morten, in search of them. They had brought 
their guns with them, but there was precious little to shoot, 
after the great fire. Of the oxen they could see no sign. 
As they walked along the bank of the river they suddenly 
stopped dead and stared. In front of them they saw a 
mound, out of which protruded a number of human skulls, 
arranged in a semicircle. Exposure and wild animals had 
stripped off the flesh, and the hollow eye-sockets seemed to 
glare at them ferociously. Rooted to the spot, the two men 
gazed at this strange sight. 

At length Erik said, “Now I know!” 

“What do you know?” 

“It’s the Indians. They bury their chiefs like that. 
We’ve stumbled upon one of their burying-places.” 

“You don’t say!” 

“Looks as if it’s an old one, though.” 

“Yes, but good Heavens! .. .” 

Erik became thoughtful. After the close of the Indian 
wars the redskins had retired from Dakota to the part of 
the country allotted to them by the Government, but every 
now and then they made expeditions to the graves of their 
forefathers, and nobody could trust them. Such neighbors 
were the last to be desired. No doubt it was the Indians 
who had stolen his two oxen. If only they ’d stop at that! 

“Listen,” he said. “Can you keep this to yourself?” 

“Yes. But why?” 

“You know what women-folks are like. It’s no use scar- 
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At last the time had come for the journey to town. Four 
wagons were enough to carry as much of the year’s crops as 
they could sell, but the women had saved up some butter 
and eggs, which would also fetch a little money. Ola had 
promised his wife not to go, but the nearer the day came, 
the worse he began to feel. He went about swearing to 
himself that he would not go; he plowed, and toiled, and 
swore again: “No. I won’t!” But here was this strange 
urge inside him, mounting up and demanding an outlet. 
“You must!” it said. “I won’t,” muttered Ola, urging his 
oxen forward. “You must,” said the voice inside him; “you 
can’t go on forever rubbing shoulders with the selfsame folks, 
and staring at the same black waste of prairie. You must!” 
“T "ll be hanged if I do!” “Youll be hanged if you don’t!” 

On the morning when the others were to leave, he jumped 
out of bed while it was still dark, and began to look for his 
best clothes. ‘Where are you going?” Else asked. “I must 
go to town, after all.” She said nothing. “I must see if 
I can exchange one of the oxen, and maybe J can make a 
few dollars on the bargain. Every little helps.” 

Still she said nothing. She would not try to dissuade him, 
but she knew what would happen. 

There were endless commissions for the men to remember 
—window-glass for the huts, flour, provisions, needles and 
cotton, and all sorts of odds and ends for the women-folks. 
Whatever they did, they must not forget to buy lamps and 
oil for the long winter. Lucky that Erik was going too, for 
he, at any rate, would have a few cents left to spend. 

They assembled in the gray dawn, outside Erik’s hut. 
“Good-by, and good luck!” The women accompanied them 
a little way, then stood watching the wagons disappear slowly 
in the somber desert, under the purple sky. At the last 
moment Kal’s boys had to run and overtake them; there was 
yet one more thing to buy in town. 
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Morten sat in the front of his wagon, singing. At last he 
was off to the post-office. What would he find there, after 
waiting all these months? Ola sang louder still; in his 
secret heart he felt a bit ashamed, but there was nothing 
like singing to drown the voice of conscience. Even on the 
day he came out of prison he had hardly felt more light- 
hearted than now. What fun it would be to see a lot of 
people, to hear the noise of traffic in the streets, to see the 
lights in the shop windows, and to hear rollicking laughter 
again! And what was he going to do? Only watch and 
listen, of course; he would n’t touch a drop. What about 
Else? She’d be a bit lonely without him, but the little 
girls at Skaret had promised to look her up now and then. 
So that was all right; and he went on singing. 

Per was walking moodily beside his wagon. He did not 
like leaving Anne behind; but he would buy her a little 
present in town and forgive everything. How sweet she had 
looked when she said good-by! 

Erik brought up the rear. He was feeling the weight of 
the responsibility that rested upon his shoulders; for the 
winter was long, and he had to think of everything that they 
might need. The journey to town would take a whole fort- 
night, and the six huts were left unprotected in the middle 
of the prairie. What if the Indians should come while they 
were away? 

Else had accompanied the wagons for a short distance. 
She looked very pale, but she waved again and again, for 
no one must think that there was anything amiss between 
Ola and herself. When she parted from the other women, 
she walked back slowly to her hut. For the first time she 
was going to be altogether alone. She might have asked 
Karen to let one of the little girls stay with her while Ola 
was away, but why should she let the others know that she 
was afraid? Ola knew well enough that her baby might 
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come any day; yet stronger forces had drawn him away from 
her, and he had gone. She must face the facts. This was 
the man to whom she was married. 

The day dragged slowly on. Should she cry or laugh? 
She began to feel more and more inclined to do something 
rash. She knew that every one else had been storing up 
cow-dung as fuel for the winter, but Ola had not had time; 
so now she took a spade and wheelbarrow, and set to work, 
herself. It had to be heaped up against the wall of the 
cow-house to dry; even she had enough sense to know 
that, whether she was a colonel’s daughter or not. The 
wheelbarrow was very heavy when it was full, and it made 
her back ache; perhaps it was dangerous for her to do this 
now? Never mind, though; if Ola came back to find her 
and the child both dead, it would serve him right! Ola 
—who was this Ola, after all? Surely it must be a joke! 
She could n’t really be married to a fellow like that! 

In the evening, when she had driven in the cows and was 
milking them, she began to talk to them. To press one’s 
forehead into the warm sides of these big, gentle animals 
was as good as a tonic. She had not named them yet, but 
now she christened one of them Barbro, after the old cook 
at home, and the other Josefine, after her own mother. No 
one could say that she was alone now! 

Afterward she stood in the doorway of the hut, gazing 
out into the dusk. A limitless dome of sky, flecked with 
gray, looked down on the charred prairie; every moment the 
darkness was closing in, as if the night were stealing un- 
perceived across the desert plain, and she alone could see 
it coming. Well, let it come. It could not make things 
worse than they were. 

It was easy enough to lock the door, but it was harder 
when the time came to go to bed. The only light she had 
to undress by was a rag in a little saucer of oil. Still, that 
was better than nothing. What would happen to-night? 
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The baby was very restless; it was kicking and seemed in 
a bad temper; so she talked to it soothingly and begged 
it to give her a little peace. O God, how tired she felt! 
At last she lay in bed, staring at the darkness, her hands 
folded. Was she praying? No; she was seeing visions. 

She could see her mother and father together in the big 
house at home. They had only one daughter, but that 
daughter had gone to the bad; she had eloped with a jail- 
bird. She saw herself creeping slowly toward them on her 
knees. It was hard to humiliate oneself so, but what she 
had left behind was worse. Now they were stretching out 
their hands to her. Mother and Father were saying, “Come, 
come, lost child.” And what more were they saying? 
That they would pardon her if she would give up Ola. The 
price was high. Was she willing to pay it? Could she give 
up Ola? 

She sat up in bed, awoke. Outside was the prairie wind, 
and the night. By now the travelers would have gone to 
bed, too, lying under their wagons on the bare earth. How 
cold for poor Ola! 

As she stood washing up in the hut next day, she sud- 
denly felt that some one was near. She looked round 
quickly. There was no one there. 

But hardly had she turned to go on with her work again 
when the door opened almost noiselessly, and there entered 
an unknown man, tall, bronzed, and beardless. That lank 
black hair hanging on each side of his face, those high 
cheek-bones, the knife in his belt, the moccasins—yes, this 
must be an Indian. 

She did not faint. She looked him straight in the eyes 
and asked him in English what he wanted. A smile flitted 
across his face, and he answered in the same language: 
“Red man very tired. Red man very hungry.” 

She thought a moment. All she had was some cold 
porridge and a jug of milk. She put these on the table 
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before him, and invited him to eat. But the Indian would 
not sit at the table. He poured some milk over the por- 
ridge, moved back to the door as if to keep open his line 
of retreat, and, squatting there, began to eat. She felt in- 
clined to ask him whether there were many redskins with 
him, but she did not dare. 

When the man had emptied the porridge-bowl, and put 
it down on the floor with the spoon in it, he caught sight 
of something bright on a shelf. He stole across the room, 
took it down, and began to finger it. The object of his 
curiosity was a brass tobacco-box with a runic-staff engraved 
on the lid; he looked at her inquiringly: was this some 
sort of magic? Then the box disappeared somewhere or 
other on his person, and, walking backward to the door, he 
passed out. 

She stood still, listening for more steps, but there was 
not a sound. She ventured out and looked about her. There 
he was, with a fishing-rod in his hand, making off at a jog- 
trot in the direction of the river. Apparently he was alone. 
Should she hurry off and tell her neighbors? No. She was 
afraid, but she was not going to let them see it. 

Next day Kal’s two boys came tearing home from a fish- 
ing expedition and panted out, “We—we’ve seen the red- 
skins!” There had been a whole camp of them near the 
river—horses, wagons, men, and women. They had tried to 
creep nearer and have a look, but a great big fellow had 
risen to his feet and come toward them, shaking his fist and 
making signs to them to go away. “Be off! Don’t come 
here!” he had called out, and the boys had taken to their 
hecls. Later on they had turned round, and then they had 
seen the Indians breaking up their camp, and moving off 
with their wagons toward the northwest. One or two of 
them had been on horseback. And now they had all gone 
away. 

Kal scratched his bristly beard and looked up at the rifle 


The Emigrants 143 


which hung over the door. Karen looked at him, then at 
the children, and said, “For goodness’ sake, don’t tell Else; 
remember she’s all alone.” 

The little girls were bursting to tell this great piece of 
news when they went round to Else’s next day, but they did 
their best to chat away as usual. By and by they went 
home; they had kept the secret—but only just. 

Later on in the day Else was standing in the hut when 
she heard the sound of hoofs outside. The door opened, the 
same Indian glided in with a string of fish in his hand, 
smiled as before, threw the fish down on the bench, and 
glided out backward again. Going outside a little while 
afterward, she saw a horseman galloping over the prairie in 
the northwest. 

Hardly had she put away the fish when Anne entered. 
Her face was pale with anxiety, but she forced herself to 
talk of the men and their journey to town. 

“Don’t you think you and I ought to keep each other 
company at night?” she said. “There aren’t many men 
here now, you know.” 

Else shook her head. A minute or two later Anton and 
Jo appeared, and offered to fetch water for her. Else ac- 
cepted gratefully. They gave Anne a meaning look, but 
it would n’t do to tell Else anything, in her condition. They 
suggested, however, that the two women should share the 
bed, while they themselves brought their rifles and slept 
on the floor; it mightn’t be so safe hereabouts as some 
people thought. 

But Else was in her desperate mood again. “Not for 
worlds!” she said. “I’m a soldier’s daughter, and besides, 
don’t you see I’ve got a rifle on the shelf over there?” 

Seeing that they could do nothing, the three neighbors 
presently left. She was alone again. Afraid? No, she 
could n’t be worse off than she was already. 

When eight days had gone by since the men left for town, 
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she began to watch the distant plain; she knew very well 
that it was too soon, and yet it made her feel less lonely to 
stand there watching for their return. But one morning, 
while she was in the byre, she suddenly felt an icy shiver- 
ing down her back, a sensation of anxious dread, and an 
inward writhing that she had never experienced before. A 
voice said, “It’s beginning now.” 

In a paroxysm of pain, she had to hold on to one of 
the cows. When it was over she pulled herself together 
sufficiently to let out Barbro—but then it started again. 
Her first thought was to go round to Anne, who was her 
nearest neighbor, but after taking a few steps she sank 
down on the grass. She screamed, dug her fingers into the 
ground, and rolled over on her back. No, she could not get 
so far, she must creep inside again; and next time she 
had a moment’s respite she staggered, not into her own hut, 
but back to the other cow in the byre. It was something to 
be near a living creature; at any rate, she was not quite 
alone then. 

The big, clumsy animal turned its head to look at its 
mistress, wondering why she did not let it out. Else lay 
down in the stall beside it, moaning. She crept nearer, 
put her arms round the cow’s neck, and held on for dear 
life— Oh, oh! there it was again! 

How long would this go on? She could feel that her dress 
was soiled by the filth of the stall, that her face must look 
as if she had smeared it with dirt, that her hands were 
black with mud. Then she had a paroxysm even more 
agonizing than the others, and this time she lost conscious- 
ness. When she came to it was because a voice was calling 
her—a new, feeble voice; the whimpering of a little child. 
She sat up, and took the baby in her arms, weeping, laugh- 
ing, overjoyed. Ola! Ola! 

As the day wore on, Karen Skaret began to feel strangely 
uneasy. The little girls had not been over to see Else yet. 
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Why she should take it into her head to go herself just to- 
day, she could n’t tell; perhaps the brownie had given her 
a pull. Anyhow, she tidied herself up and hurried off. 

When she arrived she found the hut empty. But why 
was the cow making such’a noise in the byre? And why had 
nobody turned it loose? She looked in. 

There was Else, lying in one of the stalls, deathly pale, 
her eyes closed, but holding in her hands a tiny whimpering 
creature; and the first thing Karen saw was that she must 
go and fetch a pair of scissors. 

“Save the child,’ moaned the mother in a feeble voice. 
“Never mind about me.” 

“Mercy on us! You have been bad!” said Karen, when 
she began to attend to her. 

Presently the young woman was lymg in bed, washed 
and made as comfortable as possible. Karen emptied a tool- 
box, and quickly converted it into a cot for the baby. He 
looked as cozy as anything, lying there asleep. And now 
Kal and the youngsters would have to fend for themselves, 
for she must live here for the present and look after Else. 

The days passed, and Else began to recover. When at 
length the travelers came back and Ola entered the hut, with 
a strangely shamefaced look in his eyes, she sat up in bed 
and joyfully held out the baby toward him. “Ola, Ola, it’s 
a boy!” 

During the days that followed, the neighbors never tired 
of dropping in on one another to talk about the news from 
home. The letters which the men had found awaiting them 
in town were read, discussed, and read again. Fancy! So- 
and-so was dead. He and she had got married. Quite for- 
getting that they lived on the prairie now, they went 
wandering about the old parish, with its well-known hills 
and mountains, visiting all the farms and talking to their 
kith and kin. Ah, those letters, those letters! 

On Sunday morning Erik Foss came to visit Ola and 
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Else. He blessed the house, and congratulated them on 
their son and heir. Refusing a cup of coffee, he asked 
whether Ola had time to go for a stroll. Ola got up and 
went out with him. As they crossed the strip of short grass 
around the hut, Ola looked at the other. ‘‘Well?” he said. 
They walked on and on, not to one of the neighbors’, how- 
ever, but out on the prairie. “Well?” said Ola, again. 

At last, when they could barely see Ola’s hut in the dis- 
tance, Erik stopped short. The two men looked at each 
other. Erik stepped up to Ola and seized him with a thin 
but powerful hand. 

“Look here: did you know that that might happen to 
your wife while you were away?” 

Ola was secretly ashamed of himself, but this question 
put his back up. “What the deuce!” he burst out. “Hands 
off, man!” But Erik did not loose his hold. 

“T ought to have given you a licking while we were in 
town, but it’s poor sport knocking a drunken man about. 
And you were drunk ail the time. You gambled away all 
the money you got, and your bullock too; if I had n’t paid up 
for you, and helped you once again, you’d have come home 
a beggar. But all that was nothing, compared with your 
leaving your plucky young wife in the lurch. And just 
remember this: we’ve no use for wastrels in this settlement. 
No! If we treated you as you deserve, we should kick you 
out like a mangy dog! But there’s Else. I suppose you 
don’t know I’ve had two letters from the colonel ?” 

“You! Had two... !? Ola opened his eyes wide in 
amazement. 

“He offers me a big sum of money to take her to New 
York and sent her home. ‘What d’ you say to that?” Ola 
hung his head. Not that he was afraid of the other—not 
a bit of it. He could double him up, long as he was, and 
put him in his pocket. But what if... what if Else left 
him? That was the thought that made him hang his head. 
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“For her sake you can stay on a bit longer,” Erik continued, 
“Gf you’ll try and behave yourself. But one thing youll 
not escape, and that’s a hiding. I’m responsible for law 
and order here. And now I’m going to see that you get a 
licking.” 

Ola laughed; but a stinging blow on the ear made him 
stagger back and see red. He had ‘been willing enough 
to take his punishment, if that would put everything right 
once more, but now he rushed involuntarily at the other. 
Very well, Erik was all for a fair stand-up fight. They 
closed. And now Ola had forgotten everything; he countered 
Erik’s blows, danced round him, knocked his fists aside, and 
landed a punch above his eye that made him see stars. Erik 
reeled, but kept his feet. Why did not Ola take the chance 
to knock him down and throw himself on top of him? No, 
no; he would n’t do that; he did n’t mind being punished, but 
first they must give a little exhibition. 

Erik was a devil to fight; how had Scraggy Olina’s 
boy learned to box? If only he could get time to laugh, 
or applaud! But this was hot work. Take care, don’t 
knock him out . . . keep it going, let him tire himself out. 
There was plenty of bone in that fist of his—ow! Erik’s 
fist caught him just above the ear, and for a moment the 
world swam before Ola’s eyes. Now to return the compli- 
ment. Ha! had he hit too hard? Erik was staggering 
again. This was something like! For the second time Ola 
could have knocked him down, but he didn’t want to; he’d 
take his punishment presently, but not quite yet. Another 
minute and he had tripped Erik up, and the tall man was 
lying full length on the ground. 

At last there was time to laugh! But he was up and 
coming on again. By gad! he looked as if he meant busi- 
ness! This time Ola let himself be knocked down. Erik 
knelt on him and seized him by the throat. Ola could easily 
have thrown him off and knocked all the wind out of his 
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body, but he’d had enough fun now. He cried for mercy. 
“Ow!” he gasped, “let go. Ow! let go, I say!” 

And the best part of it was that Erik really thought 
he had won! He let go the other and got to his feet, breath- 
ing hard and wiping the sweat off his face. “Well, now you 
can stay here a bit longer, on trial,” he said. He strode 
away—tall, smooth-shaven but for the brown mustaches 
sticking out at the sides. A moment later he turned again 
and added, “If you can keep your mouth shut, I sha’n’t say 
anything about this either.” 

Ola stood looking after him, uncertain whether to be 
ashamed or amused at what had happened. But on the way 
home he thought of Erik’s threat to turn him out of the 
settlement. Then it all came back to him—the fire, the 
prison, and all the other stains which he could never wash 
off. He hung his head. Could he ever show his face again 
to Else and the baby? 

But now that inner urge and restlessness had worked 
itself off, and for the present he could labor day and night 
at breaking up new land. Hard work was a wonderful cure 
for a man when he felt ashamed; he could take it out of 
himself as much as he liked in that way. It even established 
a kind of personal bond between the earth and himself, for 
every time he fell it helped him up again, if only he worked 
hard enough. Until he fell again. Ah, but there ’d not be 
another chance to slip away to town for many a long day 
now! 


VII 


This was winter, and no mistake—a fortnight’s blizzard, 
burying the huts so deep that the settlers had to dig their 
way out every morning! The hut for the cattle was not 
far away, but it was easy enough to mistake the direction 
when the snow was falling so thickly; and once you had gone 
astray, if only a few yards, there was no finding the huts 
again. They had vanished; and what could you do then, 
in weather like this? At last the men had to stretch a rope 
between the two huts, so that they could feel their way there 
and back. 

To be shut up indoors day after day was not exactly 
pleasant, either. Even in summer and autumn it had been 
a tight fit, although they could be out of doors most of the 
time. But now men and women had to do all their work 
cooped up together in this one tiny room. At Skaret there 
were six—and Kal’s hut was no bigger than the others. 

Then the cold came in earnest. The dry prairie-grass 
in the stove soon burned away. Dried cow-dung was better, 
but you had to be making up the fire all the time if you 
wanted to keep the hut warm. The question was, had they 
collected enough of it, if the winter should prove a long 
one? What if they discovered one fine day that they had 
no more fuel left? They were snowed in, and no road led 
through this deep sea of snow to wood or peat. At night, 
when the full force of the prairie frost got in and the stove 
was cold, the milk and the water would turn into ice, and 
sometimes the vessels would burst with a loud report. The 
settlers slept with their caps pulled down over their ears, 
and wearing thick woolen gloves on their hands. And Per 
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would wake in the morning to find his flowing beard like a 
little frozen waterfall. 

The men-folks were at their wits’ end to find something 
to do. They had undertaken to feed and milk the animals 
in the cattle-hut, but when that had been done, what else 
was there? They were prisoners indoors, condemned to a 
life of idleness. Kal was as cross as a bear. Weeks would 
pass without their being able so much as to visit a neigh- 
bor. 

Morten had his carpentry to fall back upon. He had 
bought some planks and a few tools in town, and even 
some wood to make into skis; at any rate, he had something 
to do, and perhaps he could sell a few chairs and cupboards 
when spring came round. The letters from Helena which 
he had found in town had cheered him up wonderfully. 
Strange how even the handwriting on.an envelop could warm 
one’s heart! His mother wrote, thanking him for the few 
dollars he had sent her before he moved out here. But she 
did not say whether they had repaired the mill or broken 
up the new land as he had asked them to do. Had they let 
the whole thing slide? Well, he could n’t be in both places 
at once. 

He worked on steadily with his little outfit—a plane and 
a knife, an ax and a saw. But now and then he gave a 
sigh. Even here he was shut in. However hard he worked, 
it did not seem to come to anything. All the energy he had 
stored up at home, to be let loose upon the earth of the 
prairie, had been dammed up again; he would not see the 
spring or the bare earth for many a long day. He grumbled 
at the delay, and saw visions. What a lot of plans he had! 
When he peered out at the little window, he did not see the 
seething ocean of snow outside, but a mirage of the old 
country: the snow-clouds were mountains and hills, and the 
well-known farms stood out clearly on the green slopes. A 
road was needed here, and another there. There was only 
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a little mill now on the Kvidal waterfall, but some day he 
would hear the hum of a large sawmill there. 

He could see the new Kvidal farm. It was a manor- 
farm, and that was where he lived. He would make his mark 
in the parish and in the country; only wait, he would come 
into his own by and by. But first he must make good out 
here on the prairie. When spring came he must have an- 
other yoke of oxen, even if he had to beg, borrow, or steal. 
Land, land! He must plow up land, break up land, sow 
more corn-fields, grow larger and larger crops to sell, make 
money, pile up the dollars quickly, make his fortune in a 
few years—and then he could start in earnest, for the real 
work was to be at home at Kvidal, not here. 

“Only wait, Helena! Youll see by and by, Mother.” 

Before the snow became too impassable the boys from 
Skaret often dropped in to see him. They would never 
say exactly why they came, but they always ended by stand- 
ing there reading the newspapers with which he had covered 
the earthen walls. It was like a school for them. The 
papers were chiefly back numbers of “The Emigrant,” one 
of the first Norwegian newspapers published in the country. 
So this was what they were reading! Well, they would n’t 
have many books with them from home—a hymn-book, per- 
haps, and a book of family sermons. Their mother would 
read it aloud to them on Sundays; then they would sing a 
hymn; and that was all. 

Was it the journey, or the winter they had spent in the 
little lumber-town in the East, or the life on the prairie, that 
had made them so wide awake? Maybe it was due most of 
all to their memories of the old country, contrasted with the 
life out here—the mountains and the fiord which were still 
fresh in their minds, and now this desolate prairie. It gave 
them so much to wonder at, to compare and to think out for 


themselves. 
Just now they were reading a letter to the paper, from 
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San Francisco. They turned to Morten. “Where is that?” 
It was fine to learn all about that, and the Pacific Ocean, 
and the gold-mines. And Morten enjoyed explaining to 
them. They went on reading. “Madison”—what was that? 
A big meeting there, a “syned”—what was that? Morten 
needed all his schooling now. Oluf even wanted to know how 
the clergy came to be at loggerheads over God’s Word. 
Surely they must know all about Him, if anybody did! 
Anders laughed at him, but Morten explained that the Nor- 
wegian clergy in the East were carrying on a religious con- 
troversy. “Yes, but what are they fighting about?” Oluf 
was not easily satisfied, and his shrewd eyes shone with eager- 
ness for information. Well, here was an article about Nor- 
way: a composer was dead—what did that mean? And 
something about a political controversy, a state trial—what 
was.that? He must ask Morten. But the distances between 
all these things were so immense that they had almost to 
shut their eyes in order to grasp them. 

One day they came to Morten and asked him shyly whether 
he could help them with a letter. Yes, he supposed he could 
manage that. Whom were they going to write to? Oh, to 
a friend at home, Severin Rénningen, son of their next-door 
neighbor at Skaret. All right, here were pen and ink; how 
would they begin? First he must say that they were all 
well, then that Father had a hundred and sixty acres of land, 
and lastly that over here in America a rail-splitter like 
Abraham Lincoln could become President of the whole 
country, which meant that he was a sort of king. So they 
thought that Severin Ronningen in the old country ought to 
hear that, did they? Well, the letter couldn’t be posted 
till some time late in the spring, and it wasn’t Christmas 
yet, but anyhow it was written, 

When they had gone, Morten sat wondering what a letter 
like that would mean to a friend in the old country. A 
rail-splitter could become a sort of king, eh? They thought 
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that Severin ought to know that. And some day Severin 
would grow up, and have a vote in his own country; would 
he remember it then? What if the emigrants sent home 
ideas, as well as money, from America? The thought took 
his fancy. 

Between Jo and Anton, relations were again a little 
strained. They spent the time playing cards, but one ac- 
cused the other of cheating, and they hurled the cards at 
each other’s heads. It was not so easy as it looked to live 
cheek by jowl with another man day and night, month after 
month, and at last they were so tired of it that the very 
sight of each other made them sick. They had their fixed 
days for milking and feeding the animals and for cooking, 
but no arrangement had been made about helping each 
other to keep open the path to the animal’s hut. “You can 
go to hell if you won’t do it yourself!” the schoolmaster said. 

Anton accused him of not knowing how to milk. He 
could not empty the udder, which made the cows give less 
milk; and, not content with that, he drank up half of it— 
the pig! Jo laughed at the boy. “If you don’t like it, you 
can just clear out. Go to that palace of yours on your own 
quarter.” “No! This palace is just as much mine as yours, 
and so are the cows and the oxen and all the rest of it.” 

“Not at all! It’s my hut, and the cows and oxen are 
mine too. You’re only a lodger, and if you don’t take care 
I’ll chuck you out!” 

This was more than flesh and blood could bear, and 
Anton was on the point of flying at him. But he clenched 
his fists and told him some home truths instead: 

“You’ve swindled every one right and left—me, whose 
money you’ve used to buy everything here, and the people 
who guaranteed your loan when you wanted to go to a train- 
ing college. Cheat! That’s what you are!” 

“Say it again!” 

“Cheat! 17ll put it in writing if you like. Cheat, I say!” 
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Jo laughed contemptuously. Seizing the boy, he pitched 
him out into the snow and banged the door. All right. 
Anton had had enough of this; never again would he set 
foot in the house of such a damned scoundrel. He would go 
and complain to Erik Foss at once. 

He began wading and plunging through the sea of snow. 
It was just clear enough to-day for him to see where he 
was going. The other huts would be snowed under like 
their own, but he hoped that the smoke would show him 
where they were. Soon he could see nothing but the lower- 
ing, woolly sky, and snow, snow wherever he turned his 
eyes. Often he waded up to his chest in the deep drifts. 
He became so exhausted that he stopped again and again, 
thinking: “I shall die. They ’ll find my corpse here when 
the spring comes.” But go back to Jo? Never! 

If a snow-storm came on he would miss the huts altogether. 
Good-by, Mother and Father! The tears were very near; he 
was not much over twenty yet. He thought of how he had 
never done a stroke of honest: work in Norway, but had al- 
ways stayed at home and let his mother spoil him. He had 
come to America to escape work and school; besides, he ’d 
had a notion that folks could get rich here in no time with- 
out either. And now he was here. Oh, how he wished he 
never had come! 

Smoke at last against the background of frost-mist! He 
staggered in. Erik sat there mending a boot. 

“Hullo, Anton, have you come for the midwife? Brush 
off the snow, my lad. It’s cold enough here already.” 

He listened to the boy’s complaint against his mate. 
Anton swore that as soon as the snow thawed he would go 
to the town and have Jo summonsed. There must be law 
and order even in this country. Hammering a peg into the 
boot, Erik listened composedly to this and a good deal more 
in the same strain. But when the boy asked leave to come 
and live with him, he frowned angrily. No, not for a day! 
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Not for an hour! The provisions for the winter had been 
distributed, Anton’s share was in Jo’s hut, and there was 
no local store just round the corner. 

“Tf you want any food you must go shares with Jo.” 

“But I told him I’d never set foot again in the house 
of such a cheat.” 

“Then you'll starve,” said Erik, and went on mending his 
boot. Anton waited. Erik must be joking. But he took 
his time over that boot of his. At length Erik looked up, 
and saw to his surprise that the boy was still there. “Want 
your mother, do you? Well, if you would be such a fool 
as to take up with a mate like that, you must take the con- 
sequences.” 

“But—but what shall I do?” 

“T can lend you a rope if you want to hang yourself.” 

Anton stumbled out. Must he return all the way across 
this sea of snow? What if a snow-storm came on? But 
there was one thing worse still, and that was to go back to Jo. 

He heard a shout behind him. Erik had come out of 
his hut. “Hullo, you! If you go whining to anybody else 
and get taken in there, I ll come and chuck you out. You’ve 
made your bed, and you’ve got to lie on it.” 

Anton plunged on again through the snow-drifts. But 
he wanted to live now, in order to take vengeance upon the 
whole colony, and especially upon Jo Berg and Erik Foss. 

He remembered that day all his life. 

Toward nightfall Jo heard some one approaching the hut. 
And when Anton put his head in, shamefaced and humiliated, 
he had not the heart to make the lad beg for admittance. 
“You ’d best come in and thaw,” he said. 

_ But now it appeared that one of Anton’s feet was frost- 
bitten, so Jo had to fetch some snow and rub it for him. 

One day it occurred to the schoolmaster that, as one form 
of boredom was as good as another, he might as well give 
lessons for a couple of hours daily to the children at Skaret. 
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Having made himself a pair of snow-shoes, he set off 
through the deep snow, with two or three books under his 
arm. Well, he was a free man now; no one could prevent 
him from teaching whatever he liked. That was a novelty. 
But now he would have to show what he’d had up his sleeve 
all the time in the old country, in the days when he used to 
complain of being thwarted and unfairly treated. Now was 
the time to bring it out. Yes—but what, exactly, was it? 
Liberty? Should he teach them about liberty? Of course 
—liberty to believe what they liked. But what should 
his pupils believe? Had n’t he a word to say on that point? 
Strange how it made one feel to live in the midst of this 
desert of snow with nothing but the sky overhead! There 
was nothing to abuse. There was no one to thwart him. 
The question was: what was he, himself? And it was so 
insistent that he stopped, and very nearly went home. What 
was he? What did he believe in? Liberty? Cant. 
Might as well show a number of hungry children an empty 
table and tell them they were at liberty to eat their fill! 
Liberty—ha, ha, ha! 

The schoolmaster entered Kal’s hut quite unostentatiously, 
Oh, this was good of him! But where were they going to 
sit? There wasn’t much room, as he could see. Karen 
tried to tidy up a bit. Not that it helped much; the only 
way to fit in would be for the teacher to sit on one of the 
beds, while the children sat in a row on the edge of an- 
other. Kal sat down by the little table, which was always 
crowded with pots and pans, and went on cutting up to- 
bacco for his pipe. 

It was like one of the first elementary schools in the old 
country. They went back half a century. And the chil- 
dren as well as the teacher wore thick woolen gloves. Karen 
threw out a suggestion that it would be a good thing if he 
would examine his pupils in God’s Word. So Jo started 
upon Old-Testament history. Not in the old-fashioned way, 
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though, for of course he had to give a rational explanation 
of the creation. 

Karen glanced across at Kal, who blew a cloud of smoke 
out of his pipe. The schoolmaster tried to define the dif- 
ference between that which was myth or legend in the Bible, 
and that which was really God’s Word. Karen looked at 
Kal again. His pipe had gone out. At last he cleared his 
throat and interrupted the teaching by a question: was not 
the whole Bible God’s Word? The children eyed their 
parents and the teacher. Jo enjoyed watching Karen’s face. 
“Well talk about it during the recess,” he said to Kal. 

The children were allowed to run outside and roll one 
another in the snow. In the meantime Jo said to their 
parents that if they would rather do the religious teaching 
themselves he would confine himself to the other subjects. 
Oh, no, not at all, they said; it stood to reason that he, a 
schoolmaster, understood these things better than they did. 

Next they turned their attention to vikings, wars, pagan- 
ism, and the conversion of the North to Christianity. Jo 
tried to say something different from the old-fashioned teach- 
ing, but he could feel that the result would be exactly the 
same as when he talked about the myths in the Bible. He 
would only succeed in destroying their faith. Who could 
deny that the vikings were pirates, that Christianity was 
beaten, hacked, and branded into people, that those missionary 
kings were simply butchers and knaves? But say so, and 
they lost their “faith” at once. 

Moreover, the children would not listen. They wanted 
St. Olav to be a real saint. The look in Paulina’s blue eyes 
told him that he must not speak slightingly of these things. 
O Pilate, what was truth? Jo washed his hands of the 
whole matter and allowed the age of the vikings to remain 
golden, so that the children might have something thrilling 
to dream about. Kal had relighted his pipe and was en- 
joying himself. These stories reminded him of the fights 


158 The Emigrants 


among the fishermen in the Lofotens. They were n’t much 
better in the old days, it seemed. Karen took care not to 
make a clatter with the pots and pans. Presently she made 
up the fire in the stove, and then sat down to mend a pair of 
Oluf’s trousers. Kal and Karen were going to school with 
their children. 

And now the boys wanted to know what it was like, in 
the old days, in America. “There you are!” said Jo to him- 
self. “These youngsters have changed their country al- 
ready. All the old man came here for was bread and land, 
but the boys aren’t content with that, and they are turning 
into Americans.” So before he left them he told them how 
a Norwegian, Leif Ericson, had discovered America; and 
then he gave them an outline of the history of the country 
in later times. The shrewd eyes of his scholars shone with 
eager interest. Kal had never heard so much at a sitting 
before. But little Siri fidgeted; she was cross because she 
could not understand what it was all about. 

As he walked homeward Jo felt uneasy in his mind. What 
should he do when he had finished with the myths and got 
on to Christianity? To attack other people’s beliefs was 
one thing; to be sure of one’s own ground was quite 
another. And if he tried to deceive the children in this 
matter they would see through him at once. What did he 
believe? He was all alone now with the snow-covered plain 
and the boundless vault above. “Remember how you fell 
on your knees when the fire had frightened all the sneers out 
of you!” What if his father and mother were right ?—if all 
his fine notions were nonsense after all? The thought hurt 
his pride. Were the old folks going to be in the right again? 
And were they still waiting for him to write to them in spite 
of everything? 

But a new idea was beginning to dawn upon him. That 
far-away, over-idealized age of the vikings had always dis- 
gusted him; but now he was beginning to glimpse another 
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kind of history—that of the settlers, a saga of the heroes 
of labor battling with the virgin soil. Some day there would 
be a big school here, in the midst of a rich and prosperous 
district, and this saga would be the chief subject taught. 
Who knows ?—perhaps he himself would be the head-master. 
It warmed his heart to think of it. Here was something to 
concentrate his powers upon at last! 


Christmas was at hand, and the unmarried men were 
dreading it. This was as bad as living in a fisherman’s 
hovel. Erik was alone. Morten was alone. Were they go- 
ing to sit there on Christmas Eve eating the same old por- 
ridge and milk, or fried pork and potatoes? If only they 
had some bannocks! Morten had tried making bread and 
cake, but without success; the stove was of no use for baking. 
If only they had a herring or a bit of salt cod! They went 
about with glum looks. Memories of home made them 
mournful. Sledging to church on Christmas Day . . . par- 
ties . . . above all, the bells ringing on Christmas Eve... 
their mothers and brothers and sisters sitting round the 
dinner table! Well, all that was thousands of miles away 
now. 

But on Christmas Day the boys from Skaret came plung- 
ing along through the snow and invited all the neighbors to 
a party. A party! At Skaret? It almost made them 
laugh. Ought they to accept? What could Karen find to 
treat them to in that little hut where there were so many 
mouths to fill already ? 

But Karen was in high feather. The pig had been killed 
for Christmas, and though it was not very old, perhaps, still 
it was nice and fat. On Christmas Eve she had given the 
oxen and cows an extra-good feed; and she had not forgotten 
to put a bowl of milk in the byre, for the brownie. Without 
saying a word to anybody she had kept a bag of rice and 
a can of syrup ever since they first arrived here. And now 
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‘Kal was standing outside to receive the Christmas guests. 
Ola, who had the longest distance to go, came walking in 
front of his team, picking the best way between the snow- 
drifts; but even then the snow reached up to the bellies of 
the oxen. Else was muffled up in all the wraps they pos- 
sessed, with her baby snugly hidden inside everything. 

“Evening, Kal! Happy Christmas! Have you room for 
the oxen ?” 

“T think so. Glad to see you.” 

Morten surprised them by coming on a pair of skis that he 
had made. Per trudged along in front of Anne, carrying 
the little boy in a warm sheepskin rug. It took some time to 
brush off all the snow. And when all the guests had arrived 
the hut was packed as full as it would hold. The childen had 
to be banished to one of the beds, where they sat demurely in 
their best clothes, with a plate of titbits to keep them quiet. 

A big iron pot was simmering on the stove, and the women 
could see at a glance what it contained. Rice and milk—a 
real Christmas soup. Just what they used to have in the old 
country. And on the little table there was actually a black 
pudding with lard in it, and brawn, and bannocks with 
syrup! 

“Karen! Karen! Why... Karen!” cried all the guests 
at once. 

“Now, then, help yourselves,” beamed Karen. But of 
course they could not all sit at table together, so half of them 
had to look on until the other half had finished. Well, well, 
this was Christmas, after all! “Come, help yourselves, now,” 
Karen repeated, as she stood by the stove, watching them. 
And Kal, who was sitting on his bed, added that they must 
be sure to eat well: one needed something to keep one warm 
in cold weather like this. 

They talked of their friends in the parish at home. To- 
day they would be going to church. And when church was 
mentioned, there was a silence, as if they were listening for 
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something. But no sound of bells came to them from the 
wilderness of snow outside. 

After they had had their coffee, the schoolmaster stood up 
and recited “Terje Viken” and “Dyre Vaa.” These were 
poems that old and young alike could enjoy. Then Morten 
thought that it was his turn, so he recited the passage from 
Bjornson about the trees that wanted to clothe the mountain, 
which he knew by heart. After that there was another 
silence. They looked at one another. This picture of love 
for one’s country had moved them strangely. Ah, they had 
left their native land! Presently they began to sing the 
national anthem: “We love this land.” Jo led, and Ola 
sang the bass. The little hut was full of song. 

But Karen did not feel that Christmas was complete even 
now. Presently she screwed up her courage to ask the 
schoolmaster to read a little out of her book of family ser- 
mons. Here it was. ... But no, Jo would rather not. The 
rest declared that Karen herself ought to read. Was not 
she like a mother to all of them? 

“You can do it all right if you try, old woman,” said Kal, 
looking down quickly and staring at his hands. He never 
liked to meet other people’s eyes when God’s Word was men- 
tioned. 

“Very well.” Karen put on her spectacles,—she could n’t 
read without them now,—seated herself with her back to the 
candle stuck in a bottle, which did duty as a lamp, and held 
up the book. She read rather hesitatingly, but in a con- 
scientious, old-fashioned style, and took care not to omit any 
of the Bible references: John XV:20; Mark III:?%. The 
rest sat close together, listening intently. Somehow she 
seemed to fill the little hut with the good old-fashioned spirit 
of Christmas. A book of family sermons and a housewife 
went so well together. 

After the reading they thought they would sing a hymn. 
Anton’s voice had a queer tremor in it; on this day two years 
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ago he had been at home with his mother. How smart 
Paulina looked this evening with that blue bow in her fair 
hair! He thought he had never seen anything so pretty. 

It was moonlight when at last the guests left. But Jo 
and Anton lit the lantern they had brought with them and 
led the way through the snow, followed by the others in 
single file. They could see Ola groping his way homeward 
with his sledge and oxen, by the same winding path through 
the snow that he had plowed up when he came. 

“Good night, good night!” they shouted to one another. 

Jo Berg was feeling very uncomfortable. Ola had asked 
him whether he would come and baptize the baby. Should 
he scoff at the idea? No, he could n’t refuse on an evening 
like this. And yet... 

One by one they turned aside to their huts. When Morten 
reached his own he remained standing outside for a little 
while. On a brilliant moonlight night like this he could see 
so far on all sides. But the other huts had vanished again 
in the ocean of snow; there was not a light to be seen any- 
where. Ice-crystals were glittering all over the vast plain, 
which seemed to roll on and on in waves of snow and moon- 
light. No, he could not hear the church bells; but a coyote. 
was singing its lonely dirge to the moon. 


VIII 


Anders came bursting into Morten’s hut and panted out, 
“You must come along to Erik—dquick !” 

“Why, what ’s up?” 

“He ’s awful bad.” 

While he made his way through the snow-drifts he learned 
from the boy that both of Erik’s feet were frost-bitten. He 
had let loose his oxen one day; they had gone astray in a 
snow-storm and he had had to go out and search for them. 
He had waded about in the snow for a whole day, and on 
coming home with them at night he had been so tired and 
cold that he had gone to bed just as he was. He had slept 
for hours without noticing the cold, but had awakened to 
find that he could not stand. Crawling out, he had fetched 
some snow with which to rub his feet. He had rubbed and 
rubbed, but in vain; they would not come to life. At length, 
being too tired to do any more, he had gone back to bed, and 
had fallen asleep again. 

Three days later Kal had dropped in to ask him some- 
thing. By that time Erik had become delirious, but he had 
just managed to say that the animals had not been fed or 
milked for several days. 

On entering, Morten found Jo, Kal, and Per sitting in- 
side, watching the patient. They looked round, but said 
nothing. Erik was lying with his eyes shut and a deep flush 
on his face; his head was thrown back stiffly, and his breath- 
ing was fast and labored. What could they do with a sick 
man, out here in the wilds? Karen and Else had been there 
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there was no vinegar in the place, and already his legs were 
very purple and swollen. A doctor? The nearest town was 
a hundred miles away. 

But could they let him lie here and die like this? They 
were at their wits’ end. Never before had they realized how 
much he had done for them or how helpless they would be 
without him. Must they lose him now? 

Erik half opened his eyes and began talking thickly and 
incoherently. It was evident that he was delirious again, 
and seeing visions. He was talking about Nidaros County 
and the railway and a new town. “You had better call the 
town Nidaros,’ he muttered. Then followed something 
about a church, a cathedral,—“Nidaros cathedral in this big 
prairie city,’—about a university, a theater, and libraries 
and hospitals. Things which had slumbered in the depths 
of his mind came tumbling out pellmell into the light of 
day in grand, lifelike, delirious visions. He had no idea 
that he was ill; no idea that any one was present. 

He closed his eyes again. The three men exchanged 
glances. “The doctor,” said Kal. “Yes, the doctor,’ mur- 
mured the others. But to take Erik all the way to town in 
this deep snow was impossible. To get any doctor to come 
here in such weather was out of the question. 

“Anyway, a doctor could tell us what to do,” Kal suggested. 

They sat a while gazing at the bed. 

“Tf I had a pair of skis . . .” said Per, getting to his feet. 

What! Go a hundred miles all alone across the snow, 
without a single house to take shelter in for the first three 
days? Was he really in earnest? Run the risk of losing 
his way in a snow-storm, of getting frost-bitten at night, of 
being attacked by one of the flocks of starving prairie-wolves 
which howled so hungrily at this time of year? Did he 
really mean it? 

Erik opened his eyes and stared at them. “It’s all up 
with me,” he said. “There’s nothing to be done.” 
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“Never say die,” said Kal. “Youll pull round all right, 
Erik. We’re going for the doctor.” 

“You can’t.” Erik smiled faintly. “Don’t do anything 
foolish.” 

Kal screwed up his face and scratched the little tuft of 
beard under his chin. Then he stood up and looked at 
Morten. “Will you lend me your skis, lad ?” 

Kal had a wife and family, but still he was ready to set 
off and risk his life for a pal. And Per was ready to go too. 
But Morten answered, “I want the skis, myself.” 

An hour later he put them on. A couple of Karen’s 
loaves in his knapsack, a coffee-kettle fastened to his belt, 
a gun slung over his shoulder—and he was ready to start. 

He knew that he would have to sleep two or three nights 
in the open, but he could dig a hole for himself in the snow. 
Suddenly he bethought him of the little compass on his 
watch-chain ; it reminded him of the evening at Whitsuntide 
when he was walking home to Kvidal and his brothers and 
sisters had come running helter-skelter down the hills to 
meet him. How eagerly they had looked at that little com- 
pass! “What did you pay for it, Morten? Where did you 
get it, Morten?’ What ages ago that seemed! Now he 
was here. If a blizzard came on he would never reach any 
human habitation. If one of his feet got frost-bitten to- 
night, the compass would be useless. If...if... ! 
Suppose he had not started, Kal Skaret would have gone in- 
stead; that daredevil old Lofoten sailor was not the sort to 
go saying, “If, if, if”! 

He did not hurry, but went at a steady pace. His earlier 
experience of ski-races told him that the only way to win was 
to husband your strength from the outset. One must keep 
on steadily, steadily all the time. The sun had come out, 
the sky was very blue, and the prairie rolled on into the 
distance like an immense carpet of white silk. The glare 
blinded him—but what a glorious day! THe could not see 
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the huts now, nor the smoke, nor anything; there was only 
this blinding ocean of snow, and the sky, and himself. Now 
he must try to find his way. He looked at his watch, at the 
sun, at his compass. Morten was an old sailor; he knew 
that the town lay to the southeast, and took his bearings 
accordingly. 

If an eagle hovering high up in the blue sky had looked 
down upon the vast white sheet below, he would have seen 
a tiny speck moving on slowly but surely, steadily, and al- 
ways in the same direction. In due course it would reach its 
goal. 

The sun sank down toward the snowy desert, the day was 
waning, but still he glided steadily on. Down on the horizon 
the sun became a flame which set the western sky on fire; 
and now the prairie sea was rippling with waves of white and 
blue and gold. He was gliding on into fairy-land, and his 
shadow had turned into a gigantic blue landscape, shaped 
like a man, which glided on untiringly beside him. At last 
the sun was gone; the prairie was all blue; then came the 
night, the stars, and the biting frost. Still he glided on. 
He knew the danger of sailing too far to the left in the dark 
or in a fog, and his instinct made him bear to the right. 
On and on. No moon—only the night and himself. He 
must not think of sleep yet. He was a messenger, and a life 
was at stake. 

By and by he stopped on a rise where the wind had swept 
away the snow. Here he could gather some dry prairie- 
grass, and there was even a little heather. He held the 
kettle on his ski-stick till it boiled. Then he sat warming 
his icy feet at the fire while he sipped hot coffee out of an 
old tin. And didn’t Karen’s bread taste good! 

It was rather slow work to make a snow hut with his hands, 
feet, and ski-stick, but at last it was large enough for him 
to creep inside. He took his gun in with him, and drew 
over his boots a pair of thick snow-socks that his mother had 
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knitted for his last trip to the Lofotens; there was nothing 
like these to keep the frost out. Then he put on a heavy 
Iceland jersey over his coat, pulled his cap well down over 
his ears, took a small blanket out of his knapsack, and put 
the empty knapsack under his head. Not a bad bed, this! 
He closed his eyes and was soon fast asleep. 

Next day he plodded on in cloudy weather, steering south- 
east by the compass. Not that he trusted the compass al- 
together ; he relied more upon his sailor’s instinct. Gliding 
on and on... not too fast, but steadily. Was that the 
howl of a wolf? Turning round, he saw something follow- 
ing him. Pooh! it was only a coyote! At midday he 
stopped for a few hasty mouthfuls; then on again. Far 
back in the snowy waste behind him lay a comrade, waiting. 

It began to snow. Softly, gently at first; then the snow- 
flakes fell faster, the wind began to rise, and soon it in- 
creased to a blizzard. He could see nothing now but a 
seething, whirling Armageddon of snow; and often it felt 
as if the wind lifted him up and hurled him bodily into 
another land. But still he struggled on. Now and then he 
turned his back to the storm and peered at his compass, 
then, bending forward, he groped his way on—whither? 
Instinct again. He was out sailing in a sea-mist. He must 
take care not to go too far to the left. He could not light 
a fire to-night, and must be content to munch his bread and 
pork without anything to drink. 

Another snow hut. This time he did not dare to sleep, 
but lay all night wriggling his toes in his boots, for fear 
that they should freeze. Next morning the air was clearer, 
and the weather brightened up as the day wore on. Sud- 
denly the sun came out again. On and on. His right heel 
was raw, but that would have to wait till he had time to see 
to it. He began to feel tired, there was a slight singing in 
his ears, and the snow danced queerly before his eyes. But 
he must go on and on. Helena, Mother, Kvidal, everything 
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had vanished in the mist now; his whole being was con- 
centrated in one supreme effort—to reach the goal, to plod 
on, and on, and on. 


In Erik’s hut the men took turns watching. Now and 
then one of the women would bring some dainty or other to 
tempt him. Even at night a man always sat by his bed and 
saw that the fire in the stove did not go out. 

The inflammation had reached his thighs now; they were 
shockingly red and swollen. At times the pain was so awful 
that he shrieked and whimpered like a child. 

Sometimes he lay unconscious for hours; but now and 
then he would revive, look at his friends, and try to smile. 

One day Kal and Per were sitting by his bedside when 
suddenly he opened his eyes and looked at them. “I’ve 
pretty near plowed my furrow now,” he said with a smile. 
“Ah, well! Give my love to Mother. And forgive me for. 
bringing you here.” 

“Rubbish!” said Kal. “Before you know where you are 
Morten will be back with the doctor.” 

“There ’s a little book in the chest over there,” Erik con- 
tinued ; “bring it here.” 

Per went and hunted out the little note-book which he 
knew only too well. It was the book in which Erik had 
written down all that they owed him. 

“Put it in the stove,” said Erik. 

Per and Kal gazed at him open-mouthed. Was he delirious 
again? But Erik repeated: “I mean what I say. Put it 
in the stove. I sha’n’t want it where I’m going.” 

Per put it in the stove to humor him. But his eyes met 
Kal’s when the book caught fire. It made them feel that 
Erik was saying good-by in earnest now. 

Erik went on: “You need a better harrow and wagon, 
Per. You can have mine. And you, Kal, can have my cows 
and oxen; they’ll come in handy, with your big crew! 
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There ’s another little book at the bottom of my chest. Send 
that to Mother.” 

They pressed his hand and thanked him for his gifts. 
There was no sense in it, though, they said, for he’d need 
them himself as soon as he got well. His mother—yes, he 
could trust them to see to that. 

They relapsed into helpless silence again. After a while 
Erik said: “You must try and help that boy Anton. 
There’s good stuff in him, after all.” And presently: 
“Well, well, it’s little enough I’ve done... and yet TI 
meant to do such great things.” .. . 


Morten had been away for six days, and when at last he 
staggered, pale and hollow-eyed, into Erik’s hut, he found 
no one there but Jo. 

“You ’ve come too late,” said Jo; “he left us yesterday.” 

Erik Foss lay stretched out on the bed as if asleep. 

A day or two after this the little colony had its first 
funeral. They chose a spot on the outskirts of Erik’s land; 
and decided then and there that if they ever got so far as 
to have a church and churchyard, this should be the site. 


IX 


At length spring came round once more, and the melting 
of the snows was so tremendous that huge lakes formed on 
the plain. Water glittered on all sides, flowing, sinking, 
steaming, but by and by the land was dry again and began 
to turn green. The women came out of the dingy sod huts 
where they had grown so pale during the long winter. Their 
eyes were unaccustomed to so much light, but they longed 
to warm up their faces and hands. What a blessing it was 
to feel the sun again, and how hot it was already! Larks 
were rising high above the plain, flies were buzzing, a flower 
had opened its eyes close to the wall of the hut. Spring 
again! spring! How far had it got in the old country? 

The time had come for the men to begin working on the 
land, but there was no Erik Foss now to tell them what to 
do. The women, too, could do their work out of doors, where 
there were air and light and room to move about. Anne 
felt as if she had grown so old this winter; but no one could 
mope now, with the sun shining so brightly. She had a little 
mirror—oh, dear! how gray her face had become!—and 
she stood in the full sunshine, almost praying that she might 
recover her former sunburnt glow. How strangely one’s 
memories changed color, she thought. In the winter they 
had been nothing but sin and shame, whereas now they made 
her sing as she went about her work. 

For better or worse they were her girlhood; they dwelt 
among the birch woods and mountains and shining lakes, 
and placed her in the company of merry boys and girls play- 
ing in the green meadows. Ah, the dancing, the singing, 
the gay strains of the accordion! No visitors ever came on 

170 


ee Ee Te eI Pe OS 
The Emigrants 171 


Sunday nowadays; still, it was a holiday; why should n’t 
she tidy herself up a bit now that she could be out in the 
daylight again and see what she was doing? Oh, dear! how 
her hair was coming out! Just look at the comb! 

While Per was having his afternoon nap she would some- 
times go for a little walk by herself, taking her accordion 
with her. Then she would sit down somewhere and play 
it. There was no one to dance to the music, but she had her 
memories, and could play to them. At other times she 
would go and see the bachelors, Morten and Anton and Jo. 
“T just thought I ’d look in and see what it’s like here,” she 
would say. “I suppose it’s a regular pigsty.” It made the 
men open their eyes to see how she had changed in a few 
days; her step was so springy now, her eyes so bright, and 
the least thing made her laugh. 

“How do you manage about the washing?” she asked, and 
offered to take their dirty clothes home with her; she was 
going to have a big wash to-morrow, and a few extra things 
would make no difference. It gave her a certain odd pleas- 
ure to rub and rinse those bachelor clothes, and still more to 
watch them kicking about on the clothes-line; no doubt she 
was sinning again, but most things were sin, if you went by 
that stupid old book of sermons. 

Besides, how else could she ever have stood the winter, 
the sod hut, the prairie, and Per? These frivolous sins 
which kept springing up in her heart were a sort of tonic 
when she felt too homesick, and Per looked too gloomy and 
haggard. 

The little colony felt strangely lost without Erik. One 
after another came to Morten to ask for his advice. They 
needed seed and provisions for the summer, but nobody had 
any money now. Who should go to town and try to find 
some way out of the difficulty? If they had a decent crop 
when the next harvest came round, they could not possibly 
thresh with oxen as they had done last year; they must have 


Pee Sha = — ae ee ee 
172 The Emigrants 


a proper threshing-machine, but where should they get the 
money? “What shall we do, Morten? Could n’t you go to 
town for us? We’ll see to the work on your land while 
you re away, you know.” 

At first he refused. He was the youngest but one, he 
said, and he never could take the place of Erik Foss. And 
yet he wanted to go. The responsibility was great, no doubt, 
but all the more tempting. In the end he gave way and pre- 
pared to sct out. 

Just as he had yoked his oxen, Else came running up and 
handed him a small gold watch. 

“See whether you can’t get some money for this,” she said, 
“and send it to Ola’s father and mother. You must n’t tell 
him, though. He’s been worrying all the winter because he 
has n’t sent them anything yet, though J think he’s got a 
good excuse, don’t you? But you know how fond he is of 
the poor old things; he thinks of them day and night.” 
Morten took the watch. He had done much the same thing 
himself on his hurried visit to town that winter. It was 
so difficult for folks at home in the old country to under- 
stand that one did n’t grow rich in a day out here. 

He never forgot that journey to town. Hitherto he had 
always been taken up with his own business, but now he was 
a trusted agent. In the wilderness behind him was a little 
colony of his countrymen, living in sod huts, whose one dream 
was to make themselves a home there. What would happen 
to them if he failed in his trust? Credit? Who would sell 
goods on credit to an utter stranger? He had a letter in 
his pocket containing a pass-book worth six hundred dollars, 
but that was Erik’s, and he had promised to send it home to 
his mother. Whatever happened, he would go straight to 
the post-office with that! 

But how strange it was that Erik had not left more money ! 
He must simply have robbed himself to help all the others. 
And why had he done it? For the sake of an idea, a far- 
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away vision of the future, a longing to do something great. 
Could he Morten, emulate him in that? 

The little town was transformed. Now that spring had 
come, it was packed with people who had arrived by train, 
and were buying their outfits before they continued their 
long journey over the mysterious prairie. The streets were 
a slough, churned up by horses’ hoofs and the wheels of 
wagons. The shops and saloons were a babel of many 
tongues—men and women drinking, quarreling, screaming, 
fighting in the streets; wives trying to find their husbands; 
the whole town in a commotion. A constant procession of 
caravans kept moving off toward the west, as the great wave 
of humanity rolled in from the east; but the prairie was 
wide, and they would all disappear out there. 

Morten talked with several of his countrymen, and picked 
up a good deal of news. Farmers from the Eastern States 
had sold out and were moving westward, drawn by the lure 
of the prairie. For a long time the settlers had mistrusted 
the open country, where they could get neither timber nor 
fire-wood; but now they had changed their minds. After 
all, it was tempting to go where there were no stones or 
tree stumps to clear away, and you could put in the plow at 
once. 

On the outskirts of the town Morten watched a caravan 
of fifty wagons drive away; there were men, women, and chil- 
dren, cattle and furniture; and a clerical-looking man rode 
at their head. It looked as if a whole community were mi- 
grating. Morten learned that this was a congregation of 
the Norwegian sect of Haugians, which had quarreled with 
another sect in a settlement in the Hast, and was now migrat- 
ing to a new home under the leadership of its pastor. The 
prairie was wide, and there was room on it to worship God 
in many ways. The prairie could swallow all of them. 

But no one would give Morten credit; and he could not 
buy seed until he had got the money to pay for it. 
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Two days had gone by, he had finished the food he had 
brought with him, the journey home would take several days, 
and although his oxen could live on prairie-grass, Morten 
could not. His purse was empty. He had pawned Else’s 
watch and had posted the money and Erik’s pass-book. Per- 
laps there was still time to get the pass-book back? In- 
voluntarily his feet moved in the direction of the post-office. 
If only he could get a square meal! And the seed! he could 
never show his face at the settlement without the seed. He 
must find some way out. But what if there were none? The 
post-office was right in front of him now. He hesitated out- 
side the door. What ought he to do? A hard test, this; 
would he be able to stand it? Well, he would wait till to- 
morrow, anyway. He turned away, but his feet moved very 
reluctantly. 

Were there no other shops that he could try? After being 
refused in one of them yesterday he had been followed out 
by a pale young man with spectacles who had been standing 
next to him at the counter. 

“Are you a stranger here?” he had asked in Norwegian. 
Morten had answered that he was; then they had entered 
into conversation, and had walked down the street together. 
The man in spectacles said that he was a Methodist minister. 
He was trying to find land for his congregation in Iowa, for 
the settlement had become overcrowded, and a good many 
had decided to leave it and move farther west. Morten told 
him a little about his colony in the wilds, and the minister 
was evidently interested. “Is the soil good?” he asked. 

A thought flashed upon Morten... . “No, no,” he said 
to himself; “we won’t have one of these sects!” 

“We’ve plenty of money,” added the minister, “and, like 
the Roman Catholics, we make a point of supporting our 
own people.” 

This was tempting, and again Morten felt that he was being 
sounded. . . . No, it was too risky; they might pay too dearly 
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for their seed. So he ended by saying that their land had 
been a great disappointment to them; in fact, he could not 
honestly advise any one else to come and settle there. 

Well, that had been yesterday; but to-day he was utterly 
helpless. Maybe he had been too high and mighty in his 
treatment of the Methodist? He walked slowly along the 
street, with downcast eyes, feeling very small. But what if 
the little settlement became a large district some day, with 
its own church and clergyman? Surely they must be allowed 
to hear the Word in their own way, just as they had always 
heard it at home in the church where he had been christened 
and confirmed! If he let in an unknown sect with money, 
they would soon take the lead. Had he any right to deliver 
his friends into their power? No. But he must find a way 
out of this. If only he knew how! 

Later in the day he ran across one of his former mates 
from the lumber-town in the Hast, and while they were 
having a cup of coffee together he told his friend how things 
stood. “Have you been to Bo the shoemaker?” the other 
asked. 

“Bo the shoemaker ?” 

“Yes. Folks always go to him when they’re hard up. 
He’s a regular Jew, of course, but if you’ve got a voucher 
from the land office showing that you’ve got land somewhere 
or other, there’s a chance. He lives in the cellar just oppo- 
site the hotel.” 

When Morten stepped down into the little underground 
shop, a stuffy odor of leather, dubbing, and food assailed his 
nostrils. A little bald man with a black beard, spectacles, 
and a greasy-looking complexion put down the boot he was 
making and stood up. “How-dee-do, countryman,” he said 
in a singsong tone, when Morten had introduced himself. 

Money? Aloan? The shoemaker heaved a sigh and shook 
his head. Morten could feel, however, that he was being 
weighed in the balance. The jaundiced eyes behind the spec- 
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tacles were looking him through and through. What did 
they see? An honest face: this one did not drink. Bo 
looked at the voucher from the land office, and asked a num- 
ber of questions. How much land had they? How much 
of it had they plowed up? But so far away! Why, it 
was n’t worth a shoe-peg then. 

While the spectacles gazed out at the little window on 
the street-level, through which one could see the feet con- 
tinually passing and repassing, Morten noticed that there 
were texts hung all over the walls: “Seek ye first the King- 
dom of God.” .. . “Pray without ceasing.” 

“How much do you want?” Morten suggested two hun- 
dred dollars. “That’s a lot of money.” The shoemaker 
scratched his beard. Morten mentioned a threshing-machine, 
and at once the little man brightened up. “I’ve got a 
second-hand one which is as good as new. It’s not been re- 
deemed ; you can have it dirt-cheap.” 

The upshot was that the young man had to sign a docu- 
ment mortgaging his crops for that year, while in the event 
of their failing he pledged himself to hand over his wagon 
and oxen in the autumn. Ten per cent interest per month. 
All right. And then he had to put his hand on the Bible 
and swear to pay everything, to the last cent. 

But on counting the greasy notes he discovered that there 
were only a hundred and forty. 

“Yes; why not?” 

“But I’ve signed a receipt for two hundred,” said Morten. 

“Of course. Twenty deducted as a bonus, and forty for 
the threshing-machine.” 

“Oh, I see.” Morten grinned and hurriedly pocketed the 
money lest the God-fearing shoemaker should deduct more. 

‘Now he was driving over the wide prairie again, and be- 
sides the flour and seed and the threshing-machine he was 
taking home coffee and sugar, and three young pigs in a 
crate, for the women-folks. They had not expressly asked 
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him to do this, but he felt sure that they would be pleased. 
It was a new experience to have so many dependent on him. 
He hoped that the milk he had brought would last, though, 
so that the pigs would be alive when he reached the end of 
his journey. 

There had been no letter from Helena this time. Nor 
had he become a millionaire exactly. On the contrary, he 
was like a pawned chicken: if the crops failed he would be 
plucked of everything that he possessed. But the crops 
would not fail. He was the new Erik Foss now; he must 
look on the bright side of things and encourage the others, 
and then they would pull through all right. The sun was 
shining, the prairie was all abloom with grass and flowers, 
and how could he help singing as he sat in the front of his 
wagon? But now and then he put up his hand to his chin, as 
if he felt that a man in his responsible position ought at 
least to have a flowing beard. 

In this way the little colony tided over the summer. The 
corn-fields were twice as large this year; and if, as seemed 
likely, it turned out to be a bumper crop, they might be 
able to sell wheat in the autumn to the value of several hun- 
dred dollars. The first thing they did each morning was to 
look anxiously at the weather. A drought might still scorch 
up the corn, there was always the danger of locusts, and a 
hail-storm might come on at any time. Even Kal almost 
breathed a prayer to Providence to be a little merciful just 
for this once. 

Providence? Yes; if this turned out to be a decent year, 
they would certainly have to subscribe for a parson to come 
out here in the autumn, so that young and old might go to 
communion. But he thought it best to let Karen talk to 
the others about that sort of thing. 

Morten had never been so anxious in his life. He still felt 
as if the destinies of all the others depended on himself, and 
he had quite given up thinking, morning, noon, and night, 
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about all the grand things he would do at Kvidal. Instead 
of that he paid constant visits to his neighbors, to show what 
an interest he took in their welfare. And they, in turn, 
relied upon him as if he had been Erik Foss himself. Well, 
well; they certainly respected him more since those two jour- 
neys to town. 

One day Ola came sauntering up to him and remarked 
with a grin: “I suppose you think I don’t know what’s 
happened to Else’s gold watch? Now you can see what it’s 
like to be married to a woman like that; it makes a man sort 
of ashamed all the time.” And then it all came out. He 
had made up his mind that when the autumn came he 
would n’t go to town himself with his wheat, for he knew 
what would happen if he did so, and he wasn’t going to 
give her that sorrow again. He would pay Mother’s Dar- 
ling to do the job for him. 

This was Ola’s way of chastising himself; and yet the 
old longing was growing more and more intense—the crav- 
ing to see new faces, to plunge headlong into the rapids 
again. But he’d see himself hanged before he gave in this 


When Morten went round his fields by himself he felt 
something which he never mentioned to any one. He thought 
of the great human wave that he had seen rolling westward 
from the town, and it seemed to be carrying him along too. 
As he gazed out over the prairie he no longer saw a desert, 
but wealth ... wealth... Only wait! Very soon he 
would claim his share. It seemed as if this endless expanse 
of untilled soil were singing a deep-toned song of the future: 
only wait! Very soon he would join in too. Standing there 
bareheaded and in his shirt sleeves, so sunburnt and young, 
he could feel an impulse from the mighty plain flowing in 
upon him: “Press on, press on, the whole world is open to 
you.” The soft summer breeze, wafting seed and fertility 
across this vast land, fanned his face, and bore his soul along 
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with it; he felt as if he were drinking in the great times 
which were to come. 

Very different was the effect of the plain upon Per. He 
had made a mound of earth at a little distance from his hut, 
but if anybody asked him what it was for, he always 
changed the subject. For when his fits of depression came 
on, when the prairie overwhelmed him with its muggy, sti- 
fling gloom and he hated the very sight of Anne and the 
child, he found relief in looking at this mound. At such 
times he would go and throw one or two more spadefuls of 
earth on it, and somehow that did him good. It was not his 
old friend the fir-clad knoll at home, of course, but still it 
stuck up a little above the ground; he must throw on a 
spadeful or two more. 

One man takes to drink, another yields to the evil intoxica- 
tion with which this desolate land drenches his head. Some- 
times Per yielded, and then he would walk far out into the 
plain in the dusk. His thoughts would become more and 
more gloomy, but the prairie kept receding farther, ever 
farther away from him. . . . What was Anne to do when at 
length he came reeling back to the hut? His eyes had such 
a wild look in them; she must n’t let him go near the child. 
If she could yet him to go quietly to bed, he would sleep 
and sleep, and that would make him better. Next day he 
would be as gentle as a lamb, and ready to do anything 
to please her. 

One day Anne was sitting indoors in the hut when two 
men entered ; they were dusty and perspiring, and their boots 
were worn to rags. Addressing her in Norwegian, they asked 
for something to eat, as they had been out in the prairie for 
days, and had finished up their last bit of food two days 
before. They were land-hunters. Thank Heaven they had 
found somebody at last! Anne fetched some milk and por- 
ridge, and the men ate ravenously. She looked at one of 
them; he was beardless and young. 
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They told her that they had come from Illinois. There 
had been a thriving Norwegian colony there, but it had been 
hemmed in by Polish settlers, bolstered up by the Roman 
Catholic Church. At last the Norwegians could not stand 
these neighbors any longer. Six farmers had sold out, and 
these two had been sent out to look for land elsewhere. 
Might they sleep the night here? 

Per was not the one to deny such a request. Yes, they 
could sleep on the floor. But next morning, while they still 
lay sound asleep and snoring, Morten took counsel with his 
mates. They agreed that they had no objection to having 
decent folks as neighbours, but they did not want to have them 
too near. Those who had come here first must have room for 
expansion. 

“Right. You go and tell them, Morten,” said Ola. He 
did so. Fortunately, he had little. difficulty in coming to 
terms with the two strangers, and he even went a good dis- 
tance with them, and helped them to choose their land. 

He was chiefly anxious about the quarter which had once 
belonged to Erik. It was unoccupied land now, for Erik 
had not lived on it long enough to secure a title-deed. But 
Morten had made up his mind that Kal’s eldest son should 
have it as soon as he was old enough to obtain a claim; and 
Kal himself could cultivate it in the meantime, so long as 
no outsiders came and interfered. 

Not a soul knew that Kal had gone off quietly one'‘morning 
and put his name on the next section-mark to the west. It 
was illegal, no doubt, but he would like to see any one try 
to take it away from him. 

For several days after this Anne went about singing again, 
though she noticed Per watching her rather suspiciously. 
She could not help thinking of the land-hunter who had 
looked so young. 

It was almost reaping-time when Karen was awakened 
one Sunday morning by the tinkle of a cow-bell outside. 
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She rubbed her eyes. Was she dreaming? None of their 
cows had a bell. But it sounded very homelike, reminding 
her of old times at Skaret. On going outside into the sun- 
shine she saw a whole herd of red-and-white cows grazing 
on the plain. Were they bewitched cattle? No, she could 
see smoke beyond them. Surely not Indians? Not a bit 
of it. In an hour or two a company of men, women, and 
children came over and said good morning like Christians. 
The little colony from Illinois had arrived. 

It was a real adventure for the women, who had not been 
away from the settlement since the day they came, to see 
so many new faces. But how should she entertain these 
new-comers when she had nothing in the hut but milk and 
porridge? Coffee? Perhaps she had a few beans left still. 
Would they have a cup of coffee? 

No, thank you. They had made ready a bean-feast in their 
own camp, and now they wanted the old settlers to go back 
with them. It was quite like going to a wedding. Even 
the schoolmaster shaved for once, and put on a flannel collar. 
Else, sunburnt and graceful, came walking beside her Ola. 
Anne was feeling like a young girl; what a lark it was to see 
so many people again! Over in the strangers’ camp there 
were horses, and wagons filled with planks; evidently they 
were going to begin in style; perhaps they even meant to 
build themselves frame houses. 

“What part of the world do you come from?” asked Kal. 

“Oh, most of us are from the Trondhjem district. The 
one with a red beard is an Irishman, and can only talk 
English.” 

First they were regaled with hot chocolate and bread from 
the town, then with roast meat and a nip of spirits. The 
talk was very lively, with a cross-fire of questions about the 
settlement in Illinois and the life out here on the prairie. 
Was the winter very severe? 

The children from Skaret had found some friends to play 
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with. The Irishman had a pale-faced daughter with red 
hair; she could only talk English, but they could play to- 
gether, for all that. And now they were racing and romping 
all over the plain. 

Afterward the camp broke up and moved toward the north- 
west, the heavy prairie-schooners dispersing one by one to the 
different quarters. On the following days the smoke of the 
distant camp-fires could be seen rising into the air; and if 
the day was very still, they could hear the builders chopping 
and hammering. Well, they had some neighbors now. 

This was a bumper year, and no mistake. When Kal 
thought of his fields in the old country, they seemed no bigger 
than postage-stamps compared with the land he had plowed 
up last year and this, which was rippling all around him like 
a golden sea. What corn! What splendid wheat! And he 
had Erik’s quarter, too, unless somebody came and claimed it. 
The thought almost made him tear his hair. 

The neighbors joined forces and reaped the lots in turn, 
the men walking in line mowing, while the women and chil- 
dren ran about binding sheaves and piling them in shocks. 
The sun blazed down, the sky was very large and blue. 
Else’s baby lay erying in a cradle of sheaves, but she could 
not go to him now; bareheaded and perspiring, she toiled on 
like the rest. How handsome Ola was to-day, swinging his 
scythe, his shirt open at the throat, his golden hair like a 
halo !—so manly-looking ! 

Nobody dreamed of going home before the evening; they 
had brought their food out with them, and once or twice 
in the day they seated themselves round one of the shocks, 
ate their cold porridge, and drank long drafts of milk from 
the can, then lay back among the sheaves and closed their 
eyes for a few minutes’ rest. But bachelors will be bachelors 
and young women will be young, even if they are married; so 
Jo would sometimes lay his head on Anne’s lap, and Morten 
would venture to put his arm around Else’s waist for a 
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moment. The husbands would laugh and Kal would chuckle: 
“Well, well, well! Nice goings-on, I’m sure!” 

But soon they had to buckle to again; they had to hurry 
on the work, first here, and then on their neighbors’ land. 
There might be a hail-storm; you never knew. Up with the 
lark, and late to bed at night. 

When the reaping was finished the threshing-machine went 
the rounds of the neighbors. This was wheat, if you like! 
Heaped up in huge piles, great mounds of food, it had to 
lie on the ground in rain or shine until they could cart it 
to town. It was worst on Kal’s quarter, for he had twice 
as much as any of the others. As he wandered round his 
fields, looking at these mountains of wheat and immense 
stacks of straw, it seemed too good to be true; and yet it was 
his own, all of it! 

One day he was put to a hard test. One of Ola’s oxen 
had strayed away, and now he had only one left, whereas Kal 
had four. This news was a bitter pill, for Kal had meant to 
stay at home and plow with two, while the hoy Anders drove 
to town with the other men to sell the wheat. He tore his 
hair. But needs must when the devil drives. Besides, if 
he knew Ola rightly hed never come and ask; hed simply 
sit there twiddling his thumbs. A rum dog! Kal had a 
long struggle with himself before at length he could bring 
himself to say, “Well, Anders, I guess you’ll have to take 
Tom along to him.” But all the rest of that day he did little 
else but tear his hair. 

Then came the journey to town. At daybreak the five 
wagon-loads of corn rolled heavily off into the plain. Why 
should the wagons follow one another in line? There was 
no road here. The oxen could lumber along at their own 
sweet will, while the men lay on the top of the corn. Far 
away in the east the first reddish streak of dawn was showing. 
Ola was not with them this time, and Anton was seated on 
his wagon-load of corn. The boy still went shares with Jo, 
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but they were going to dissolve the partnership this year, for 
Anton would be able to buy a yoke of oxen with the money 
he got for his corn, and as soon as he came back from town 
he was going to build himself a hut. 

The day was hot; they halted for a meal, and allowed the 
oxen a few hours’ rest. After that they drove on again at 
the same sluggish pace across the endless plain. In the eve- 
ning they made a fire, cooked their usual meal of porridge, 
and then lay down to sleep under their wagons. The dark- 
ness and the starry vault were all about them. 

On the third day they caught sight of something in the 
far distance moving in the same direction as themselves; it 
turned out to be a train of corn-wagons coming from another 
far-away settlement. Toward evening they struck the mili- 
tary road, which made it easier for the oxen; but from time 
to time they had to get out of the way to let other wagons, 
drawn by four light-stepping horses, pass by them. Fresh 
trains of wagons kept converging upon the road from both 
sides, until there was one continuous line of wagons stretch- 
ing on and on toward the town. They began to meet trains 
which had already been there; the drivers were flushed with 
drink, singing, yelling, and cracking their whips with a noise 
like a pistol-shot. 

Nearer the town the wagons stood close together. Impos- 
sible to go farther to-day. In the streets it was just the 
same, wagon after wagon in a dense block. They had no 
choice but to wait for their turn, for each wagon-load had 
to be weighed separately and emptied at the elevator. Morten 
and his mates had to stop a good way outside the town. The 
men jumped down and stood in a group, staring at one another 
and laughing. 

“Well, what d’ you think of this?” 

“Weve just got to grin and bear it.” 

Now and then a corn-speculator would come strolling down 
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the row of waiting wagons. He chose his men carefully, 
and poured out glasses of spirits. 

“Look here, boys, why should you stand waiting here till 
doomsday? You won’t reach the weighing-machine for 
another three days! Prices are falling every day; we get 
regular wires from the Chicago exchange. Better sell to us. 
We can pay eighty cents a bushel to-day, but I swear itll 
only be sixty to-morrow.” 

Taking out a pocket-book, he flourished a handful of notes 
in the faces of these prairie folks who had not seen any 
money for a year. Many accepted the offer. But Morten 
went from wagon to wagon, warning his mates: “No damn 
nonsense, now. Well wait.” 

They did wait. They could not unyoke the oxen. For 
when the wagon in front crawled on a bit, they had to move 
forward too. The oxen and their drivers had to eat their 
meals on the spot, and stay there night and day until their 
turn came. 

This year they had so much wheat to sell, that they had 
to make four trips to town. They had not made their for- 
tunes yet, but the little shoemaker Bé had been repaid, and 
on each trip they took back something with them: two more 
oxen for each of them, a new plow, a reaping-machine, a 
couple of sacks of coal,—enough to burn at Christmas, at 
any rate, when the prairie frost set in,—and, last but not 
least, provisions for the long winter. Per bought a brooch 
for Anne, and Anders invested in fishing-lines for Oluf and 
himself, and a new coffee-mill for his mother. 

When it came to the fourth trip, Ola could not resist the 
temptation to go too. 

All the way to town he sat singing. The very thought 
of seeing something new—a lot of houses, lights in the win- 
dows, shops, people from all sorts of places, a little noise 
and confusion, a church spire, horses and smart carriages, 
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women in hats and finery—oh, how could any one help 
singing? The only drawback was that meddling little tyrant 
Morten, who must needs keep an eye on him from the very 
moment they got to town. It was “Ola” all day long: 
“Ola! Come along now, Ola.” What, must n’t he even talk 
to folks now? “Don’t you hear, man? Great news from 
the old country. They ’ve made Sverdrup prime minister.” 

Something like news, that! And of course they must 
discuss it. Wherever Ola went he met cheery souls. “Where 
do you hail from? Biri? No! You don’t say!” Then 
Ola would have to give some account of himself; and it 
was n’t always easy to tear himself away at once. If you 
refused a drink, it gave offense; and if you didn’t stand a 
drink in return, you were a mean skunk. Wonderful what 
a lot of cheery souls he came across this time! 

On the morning that the five wagons rolled off over the 
prairie again, Ola lay insensible in one of them. 

It was still early. Kal was grimacing at the rising sun. 
Morten looked pale. The two men had had to fight a whole 
gang in order to get Ola away. 

When they halted for a meal later in the day, they let 
loose Ola’s oxen as well as their own; but Ola himself lay 
snoring. Jt was just the same in the evening. But next 
morning he was up before the others. With his hair full of 
chaff, he stood gaping and blinking at the sun, and it stared 
back at him from thousands of miles away in infinity. “Is 
that you, Ola?’ “Yes, I’m afraid so. It’s me, right 
enough.” 

He thrust his hand into his breast pocket. His pocket- 
book was gone. Had he dreamed all that about the little red 
shoes for the baby, which had smelt so good? He felt in 
the outside pocket of his coat. Yes, there was one. What 
a cunning little shoe! But where was the other? He hunted 
and hunted, in all his pockets, in the wagon, in the boxes. 
But there was only one. That was all that he had to bring 
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home with him! He had not even a rifle, or he might have 
put an end to his troubles there and then. 

The others were getting up now, so he hastily lay down 
again. He pulled a sack over his face and pretended to 
snore. He could hear them putting in his oxen again, and 
presently they were rolling on over the plain. 

When the evening came he was so hungry that the smell 
of fried bacon from the camp-fire made him sit up and give 
a cough. The other men were seated round the fire, eating; 
they could hear him, right enough, but they would not turn 
their heads. At last it was night once more; he fished out 
what little food he had left; then he lay down again to sleep. 

The days passed, and at length they came within sight of 
the smoke from their huts. The women and children were 
coming to meet them. Else was carrying the baby on her 
arm. ‘Welcome home!” she cried from afar. 

When he was seated in the hut, and she was getting his 
supper for him, he suddenly burst out: “Else, you made 
a bad bargain when you married me. Youd best go home to 
your father. He’s still alive, I guess.” 

She stopped dead, staring at him. “Ola! What are you 
talking about ?” 

“T’ve chucked away everything.” He was not going to 
tell her any lies. But he could not bring himself to grovel, 
either. He flung it at her brutally, so that she might not 
even think of forgiving him. “Take the child and go home, 
Else. That’ll put a stop to all this!” 

There was a pause. Then she bowed her head and said: 
“You ’re tired out, Ola. Go to bed and have a good sleep.” 

As he was removing the tarpaulin from his wagon he saw 
something which made him stop and stare. Two flattened 
sacks of flour, on which he had been lying all the time without 
knowing it. He had not bought them. His mates again? 
But who? Per? Morten? For a moment he felt a lump in 
his throat; then he clenched his fists and swore. None of 
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their charity for him! Why could n’t they let a fool like 
him go to the devil in his own way? What in hell did folks 
mean by interfering? 

Here was Else coming out again—and she hadn’t even 
reproached him. That was the worst of all. And now she 
said: “At any rate, it’s a good thing they didn’t do you 
an injury, Ola. You must try to take it like a man. After 
all, we got the money for the other three loads, so we can 
still buy a couple of oxen, and a reaping-machine too.” 

Oh, could they! He gave her a furious look. He had 
never in his life been so near beating her. Comfort? He 
would not be comforted. Why, he could lick the whole lot 
of them, and yet they must needs come clustering round him 
like so many guardian angels! Go to Jericho! If Erik had 
still been alive, he’d have gone to him and asked for another 
good thrashing. And this time he would n’t have moved a 
finger to defend himself. 


Late in the autumn a solitary ox-wagon approached the 
little colony. Morten was seated in front, and inside sat 
a red-bearded man in spectacles. He was a clergyman from 
Northville. 

His home was in the little town, but his parishes were 
scattered miles and miles apart over the wide prairie. This 
would make the sixth. He had to go the round of all of 
them, so he was quite accustomed to traveling and being 
jolted about in an ox-wagon. His fee for such a journey, 
taking a couple of weeks, was ten dollars in cash, with free 
transport, board, and lodging—of a sort. 

After a bumper year like this, it was only reasonable for 
the old settlers to invest a little money in God’s Word. 
Presently Kal’s children were running round to the neigh- 
bors to tell them that the parson had come. Erik’s hut had 
been tidied up as far as possible, and Else went over to it 
with a table-cloth, food, and vrockery. 
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Late that evening the clergyman was seated in the hut, 
preparing his sermon by the light of a candle-end stuck in 
a bottle. Footsteps sounded outside. A huge man with a 
long brown beard opened the door. Per Foll. He did not 
enter humbly, as poor working-men in the old country had 
to do when they visited their high and mighty parsons. For 
this one had not been appointed by the crown to chastise 
the common herd. No, Per was every bit as good as the 
parson to-day; so he gave him his hand and bade him 
welcome. 

He sat down and murmured a few disconnected sentences. 
Was there anything special that he wanted to ask? Yes, 
there was. One or two important questions on which he 
would like to hear the clergyman’s opinion. He only hoped 
this man knew a little more about them than he did himself! 

An hour passed. Two hours. Little by httle Per man- 
aged to get the door ajar, and at last out slipped all the 
things that were seething and working in his brain. In the 
end he confessed like any child, and showed how utterly 
helpless he was. Could the parson tell him what to do? 
The terrors that beset him in his loneliness, the specters that 
haunted him—all, all had now been confided to the clergyman. 

When at length the man in spectacles saw him out, he 
pressed both Per’s hands warmly. “Good night, my dear 
man. Many of our countrymen feel like this in the prairie. 
Don’t forget that. But it passes over. Try to be very con- 
siderate to your wife; and whatever you do, get plenty of 
sleep.” 

Sunday was a mild day, with a pale autumnal sky. The 
sunshine no longer scorched, it merely gave light and warmth. 
The congregation assembled, dressed in their best and carry- 
ing hymn-books. Two crowded wagons drawn by horses came 
over from the new colony. 

It was an open-air service. At last these exiles in the 
wilds could see a real parson again, with gown and ruff all 
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complete, just as if it had been in the old country. He spoke 
their own tongue. The hymns were the same that they had 
sung so often in their church at home. Now they were 
singing again, as they did in those days. Some sat on 
benches, others on the grass; behind them were the plain and 
‘the sky, and everything was singing. The clergyman stood 
on the step of the hut with his hands raised: “The grace of 
God be with you, and the peace of God our Father and the 
Lord Jesus Christ.” 

They bowed their heads. Anne was sobbing already. Her 
little boy was sitting on her lap, and he stroked her face. 
Per stared at the clergyman and fumbled with his beard. 
Ola had turned partly round; his bronzed face was a sealed 
book. Morten had never been moved like this even in the 
church at home. Why was it? Not only because of the 
memories which had carried him back, so that he seemed to 
see his mother and brothers and sisters before his very eyes. 
No, it was more than that. He could feel the emotion of the 
others concentrated in himself; not so much because he was 
their leader, as it were, but because the bond of sympathy 
between them had become so close. He had not spoken to 
Ola since their last trip to town. He must shake hands with 
him to-day. 

When the sermon was ended they sang another hymn; and 
all the women were sobbing now. Not that the preacher 
had threatened or frightened them, but their memories and 
their homesickness had become a sort of ladder to heaven 
while they sang. 

Afterward there was a communion service inside the hut. 
Behind a small table covered with a white cloth stood the 
clergyman, who had brought the bread and wine with him. 
In front of him knelt the men and women in a semicircle on 
the hard turf that had once been Erik Foss’s floor. They 
bowed their tanned faces and folded their rough, toil-worn 
hands. And the little hut became a temple round about them. 
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When the clergyman laid his hand on Per’s head it rested 
there a little longer than on the others, and it felt to Per 
like the loving touch of a brother. 

At a little distance from the hut stood two men, talking 
in low tones. They were Jo and Ola. 

“You have n’t gone to communion, then?” said Ola. 

“No; I’m not quite sure whether I hold with all that. 
I must think it over a bit more. But what about yourself? 
And your wife?” 

“My wife’s gone home. And I—well, I guess I ’ll have to 
turn over a new leaf before I go in for that sort of thing.” 


x 


Many a home in Norway has on the chest of drawers a 
photograph of the son in America. Once upon a time he 
went about the house like the rest of the family, but now 
he is so far, far away. He must be quite a great man nowa- 
days: he looks so stern with a parting in his hair, and 
dressed like the quality! His letters are read aloud as rever- 
ently as sermons; Mother sheds a tear, Father looks down, 
the youngsters see new and thrilling visions. Perhaps there 
are flowers in the window, a print or two on the walls, and 
a brightly painted cupboard in the corner. But by far the 
finest thing in the house is the American on the chest of 
drawers. He is more than an ornament; in course of time 
he becomes a household god. 

Berit Kvidal had one now. The photograph of Morten 
stood there in all its glory, and when she was alone for a 
bit she would have a little chat with it: “What d’ you think 
of so-and-so?” ‘She never heard his firm, decided step in the 
porch now, or his voice laying down the law about all that 
needed doing; nor could she wash and mend for him as she 
had done in the old days. But what was the use of fretting? 
The freckled face beneath the red hair was always warm from 
hard work, what with cooking and milking, scrubbing and 
mending, spinning and weaving, the children, the work out 
of doors in spring and harvest-time, and once in a while a 
mothers’ meeting, with coffee and God’s Word. 

She had her share of troubles, too, but many a time as 
she hurried across the yard she would stop to look at the 
hills, the farmsteads, and the wide fiord in front of the long 
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and went all the time; some were going very, very far, others 
came from strange, distant lands. Fairy-tales again, but the 
thought of them refreshed and comforted her. 

Morten, too, had gone in one of those big ships. She 
strained her eyes as if trying to follow him, but the vision 
disappeared in a white mist which was called America, where 
it turned into yet another fairy-tale. Of course she still 
had Simen, who was already twenty, Peter, who was a couple 
of years younger, Randi aged fifteen, and little Knut and 
Mette. They all tried to help her, but Morten was the one 
who had kept everything going. 

More than once she had gone with the children on a Sun- 
day evening to look across at the slopes on the other side of 
the river. There was nothing to see but an alder wood and 
a lot of tree stumps and stones. But wait till Morten re- 
turned ; there would be meadows and corn-fields then. It was 
strange to look at the shabby old houses to-day, and then 
think what they would turn into when he came back! Berit 
could see the whole thing, and she got the children to see 
it too: the large farm-house painted white, the long red 
outhouse with its two wings. Why, she felt as if she had 
moved in already, and was the mistress of one of the biggest 
farms in the country-side! 

The children listened eagerly. Randi, the elder girl, took 
after her mother; a fair, pretty girl. She went about seeing 
visions everywhere, and when she laughed, it made every one 
else laugh too. Some day she would be the daughter on a 
big farm. Ah, there ’d be plenty of suitors then! 

But the bank kept asking for interest, the sheriff for taxes, 
the storekeeper for instalments. Berit sighed and racked 
her brains to find a way out of all her difficulties. Well, 
well, Morten would be back in a year or two. It was always 
such a comfort to think of him. Distance was gradually 
transforming him into a refuge from all anxieties. When 
she sat by the window in the dusk, gazing at the western sky, 
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she would pick out one of the stars—the brighest—and think 
more than ever of her boy as she watched it. 

Now and then a girl with fair hair and large, wistful eyes, 
would come to the back door. She always came by way of 
the wood, and would never go into the living-room. It was 
Helena. She did not seem to despise Kvidal now. Perhaps 
it was because Morten was so far away: she could picture him 
just as she pleased, as a fairy prince performing wonderful 
feats on skis, or making speeches, or singing with the finest 
voice in the world. And there was no one to talk to about all 
this except his mother. 

“Have you heard from him?” Berit would chuckle, “Yes, 
have you?” “Yes, but what does he say in his letter to you?” 
And the two women would talk about it in whispers. 

Then came the long winter with no letters. They knew 
that he was out on the prairie, but not that he was such an 
immense distance away from a post-office. Berit thought it 
hard to bear, herself, but it must be worse for the poor girl. 
Just before Christmas Helena came round on skis. “Have 
you heard anything?” 

“No, worse luck.” 

“Do you think... that anything’s happened to him? 
That ... that he’s dead?” 

“Don’t say such things, child! Of course he’s not.” 

Helena sat down on the bench in the kitchen and burst 
into tears. Presently she sobbed out that she had not treated 
him as she ought; she could never, never be happy again! 
If he sent her a ticket now, she would go out to him, even if 
she had to run away from home like a thief. 

Berit mused. . . . If the girl really went out to him, there 
would be no inducement for Morten to come home. Hard? 
It was always hard to be a mother. She would have to 
reconcile herself to playing second fiddle. But Kvidal? 
What—what if it turned out to be nothing but a dream? 
“Morten, Morten, you must n’t fail me!” 
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Night after night she sat up weaving a handsome tapestry 
in red, white, and blue. It was going to be his bedspread 
when he came home and married. One day she managed 
to entice Helena into the living-room when no one was there. 
“What d’ you think this is going to be?” The girl colored. 
“I don’t know.” Berit smiled. “Nor do I!” 

As the spring advanced, however, Helena’s visits ceased. 
Berit met her one day on the highroad and had some difficulty 
in catching her eye. “Have you had a letter yet?” 

SSVegh- 

“Was there a ticket?” Berit’s voice trembled. 

SINION 4 

“Have you changed your mind?” 

“Tt—it ’s all so difficult.” 

In the middle of the summer the banns were published for 
Helena and the sheriff’s son. Berit was in church, but she 
did not faint. She dared not write and tell Morten; it might 
put him off coming home. She was never tired of looking 
at his photograph on the chest of drawers, and having a chat 
with it when they were alone together. And she went on 
weaving the handsome tapestry. 

At first fat, fair-haired Simen seemed to be full of Morten’s 
great plans, and he did not spare his younger brothers and 
sisters now that he was the eldest at home. “Go and chop 
wood,” he would say to Peter. “Come and help plant 
potatoes,” he would command his two sisters. Morten should 
see that he was able to keep things going just as well as he 
could. But as time went on, Simen began to wonder why 
the American did not send home a decent sum of money. 
His mother might call five or six dollars a lot of money, 
but how far did it go toward paying the bank and the store- 
keeper and the taxes, let alone hiring labor and farming on 
a big scale? What was Morten thinking about? 

And now it was Simen who had to go out working, as a 
fisherman in winter, as a day-laborer in the spring and 
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autumn, and wages were no better now than in Morten’s 
time. He could not be away and on the farm, too, earn 
money and at the same time improve Kvidal for his brother. 
What ever was Morten thinking about? New orders were 
always coming: “Start doing so and so. Begin draining 
the north end of the marsh.” All right, if you “ll send the 
money! Surely he must be getting rich now, with a farm of 
a hundred and sixty acres! 

Simen never forgot the look of radiant happiness on his 
mother’s face when she came home one day in that first 
winter. A letter at last! And money, too. Oh? How 
many hundred? “Three dollars.” His mother felt rich as 
she flourished the foreign notes. Simen swallowed a laugh. 
If his mother had got a measly sum like that from a son in 
the Lofotens, she would only have sighed to think that it was 
so little; but it when it came from-a son in America—the 
household god—it grew into nearly a million dollars. 

Morten did not mention that he had pawned his watch in 
order to raise this sum; in fact, there was uncommonly little 
about himself; but of course there were fresh injunctions: 
“Do so and so in the spring. Tell me the parish news. 
Is Gunnar Ramsoy still chairman of the council? Are many 
going to the county school now?” 

But Greater Kvidal had caught the fancy of the younger 
children as well, and one day Simen actually began to clear 
the ground on the slopes beyond the river. It was easy 
enough to cut away the juniper bushes and young trees, but 
when you started on the earth itself, it was another story; 
stumps and stones, stumps and stones. Lucky he had Peter 
to help, for it fairly took it out of your back and arms. 
Peter was just like Father, round-shouldered and quick- 
tempered. One moment he would be ready for anything, 
the next he would turn sulky and leave you in the lurch. 
Every inch of ground had to be turned with a spade; every 
square foot had to be paid for in sweat. If Kvidal had been 
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cleared in this way, no wonder the croft was no bigger! 
The two brothers kept harping on the thought of Morten 
with his hundred and sixty acres of splendid prairie soil. 
All he had to do was to put in the plow. If it was anything 
like the red-and-blue posters that the steamship companies 
sent out, the farmers in America did n’t even hold the handles 
of the plow, but sat there like swells enjoying a sort of 
joy-ride while they plowed. That was how Morten did it, 
no doubt. And every now and then he would go into his 
office and write home: “Do this; do that. Begin clearing 
away the tree stumps and stones. Gee-up, gee-up! II 
crack my whip over you, if you don’t.” 

Did he think he could save and pile up money out there, 
while his brothers spent the best years of their lives slaving 
to improve Kvidal? And that when the farm was all in 
tip-top condition, he could come along with his fortune in 
his pocket and say: “You can clear out now; I ’m the eldest 
son, so the farm’s mine”? 

The work of clearing made little progress, and both boys 
became strangely surly and ill-tempered toward their mother. 
If they earned a little money, they no longer gave her the 
whole of it. They must try to dress decently, they said, as 
she couldn’t spare them anything. And Peter needed a 
watch. Besides, there was the county school: Morten had 
gone there, and they wanted to do the same. 

Simen had once thought of becoming a blacksmith, and 
Peter could make as good cart-wheels as any you could buy 
in the town. But the letters from the emigrants opened 
their eyes to such wonderful new possibilities that the old 
interests lost their attraction. Each of the brothers went 
for a winter to the county school, where they learned a great 
deal about kings and wars and vikings; and this only made 
matters worse. They felt as if they were living in other 
times and among other peoples, where only the great deeds 
counted, and only the men who rose to the top were worthy 
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of mention. Why should they go on slaving here for Morten’s 
sake ? 

The letters from the emigrants were all alike in one re- 
spect: they told of the wonders of America, but were silent 
about the hardships the settlers were suffering. They started 
a kind of “revival” in the parish. When the congregation 
gathered outside the church on Sunday the letters were the 
great topic of conversation. Fancy Kal Skaret with a hun- 
dred and sixty acres—quite an estate! Strange how luck 
changed sometimes. More than one small crofter thought of 
Kal. And Per Foll had written home saying that it was 
perfectly true that there were no class distinctions in Amer- 
ica; the parson and the doctor took off their hats first, when 
they met a laboring man. 

There was not much else in Per’s letter, except that there 
was fodder enough on his quarter for, fifty cows. But even 
that gave small folk something to think about. It haunted 
the thoughts of the crofter plodding through the snow-drifts 
of a winter morning on his way to the manor-farm, where 
he had to do his statutory work for eight cents a day; and of 
the fisherman returning home from the Lofotens without a 
cent in his pocket. When lawyers’ letters were left at the 
door, or Ebbe came to distrain, people always called to mind 
those letters from America. This was the way small folk 
had to live here. That was the way they lived in America. 
Look at Kal, for instance! 

As time went on, more and more left for America. Tf a 
crofter’s son married nowadays, he thought twice before he 
set to work to clear a patch of ground for his little house. 
He knew only too well what it meant to start life as a crofter; 
most of the year would be spent in working for the farmer 
who owned the land, and in the evenings he would have to 
wrestle with tree stumps and stones on his own little patch 
of ground, in the hope of some day growing enough fodder 
to feed a couple of cows. When he and his wife had toiled 
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like this for a lifetime, their children would find themselves 
homeless; for the landowner would add the croft to his own 
farm. That was the way in which the cultivated land crept 
farther and farther up the hills and slopes. But the letters 
from America told them that poor folks might do better. 
Cross the Mill-Pond, they said, and you could become a rich 
farmer, bigger and prouder than any in the parish at home. 

When once they were there, and began writing home, their 
letters were just like the other letters from America. How- 
ever desperately hard up they might be, they kept it to them- 
selves, and even encouraged their relations and friends to 
follow them. Whatever happened, they must make Father 
and Mother think that they had risen in the world; like all the 
other emigrants, they wanted to be a household god on the 
chest of drawers. 


One day Berit was overtaken by the inspector of forests 
in his gig. He stopped and offered her a lift. This inspector 
was regarded as a queer old chap; he went about preaching 
to folks that they never ought to buy anything in town, but 
ought to make their farm implements themselves as they 
had done in the good old days. As for the schools, they 
did more harm than good. They only made folks more 
stupid than they were before. 

“Well, Berit, how are you getting on? I’ve had three of 
your boys with me on my tours of inspection in the woods. 
They are bright, clever lads—just the sort of young fellows 
we need.” 

“Yes, sir; but Morten emigrated,” and she sighed. 

The inspector raised his gray head and threw a glance 
round the valley. Presently he said: “I’m afraid a lot 
of our young folks are leaving. Especially those who ’ve 
been to the so-called high schools, I fancy.” 

“Yes, sir; so they say. But when you know a little more 
than other folks, it isn’t easy to go on in the old ways.” 


Ce Ener aD 


200 The Emigrants 


“It ought to be easier. Surely the schools exist to educate 
efficient workers for this country—not emigrants! Why, 
they ’re never tired of speechifying about how patriotic they 
are. And yet the very next day they go and emigrate. I 
can’t make head or tail of it.” 

Berit thought a moment. She wanted to defend Morten. 
“But I suppose it comes in useful to have learnt so much,” 
she suggested. 

“T dare say. But why should a poor country like Norway 
spend so much money on schools for the young people who 
farm and enrich America? Last year I had four boys with 
me from mountain farms. Their forefathers had toiled 
there for generations, but when it came to their turn they 
must needs go to the high school, and then—of course they 
wanted to emigrate to America. All four of them are going 
out this year. I should n’t be surprised if those farms go 
back to pasture one of these days. That’s the way it hap- 
pens, and it’ll go from bad to worse; the schools will see 
to that !” 

A cold shiver ran down Berit’s back. What if such a thing 
happened at Kvidal! “Things may get better again,” she 
ventured. 

“How? ‘The question is: are we going to educate the 
young people to live in Norway, or is the country too poor 
to provide a living for small folk who have been to the high 
schools? That’s what I’m puzzling my head over. Per- 
haps the small countries have no future before them. Educa- 
tion and progress will depopulate them. Well, well! it 
does n’t look very hopeful.” He looked round the valley 
again and began to whistle, 

One day an aged couple came slowly up the hills to Kvidal. 
The white beard of the man straggled over his chest, his eyes 
were red and watery, and he leaned heavily on his stick. The 
woman was smal] and withered. They entered, passed the 
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time of day, and sat down by the door. They had just 
dropped in, they said, to hear whether Berit had had any 
news of Morten. 

Yes, she’d a letter. And how was their son Jo getting 
on? Jo? The bloodshot eyes of the old man tried to meet 
his wife’s. They hadn’t heard a word from Jo. Berit 
stopped her wheel. Hadn’t he written home? They shook 
their heads miserably. It was two years now since he left. 
The bank had compelled the sureties to repay the money he 
had borrowed. But the worst thing of all was that he had 
never sent his parents a line. 

Berit got up and put on the coffce-kettle. She felt almost 
rich when she looked at this poor old couple eating out their 
hearts for the son who had forgotten father, mother, and 
home. But luckily she could give them news of Jo. Morten 
often mentioned him in his letters. Their son owned quite 
an estate now; he was in a fair way to become a rich farmer. 

“And yet he does n’t send a cent home,” grumbled the old 
man, looking at his wife again. 

After that Berit never met them without their asking her 
for news of their son. She had not the heart to disappoint 
them, so she always told them that Morten wrote that Jo was 
getting on very well. 

At the end of two years, Morten sent home fifty dollars. 
Quite a big sum—if only she had n’t owed the storekeeper 
so much. 

After her conversation with the inspector of forests she 
went about in continual fear lest Simen and Peter should 
take it into their heads to emigrate. They seemed less and 
less inclined to do anything on the farm. One day she told 
Simen that it was time he went to the blacksmith and set to 
work to learn the trade in earnest. Fancy what a fine thing 
it would be if he owned a big smithy some day, so that folks 
need not go to the store or make a trip to town when they 
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wanted to buy their locks or fittings or horseshoes. But 
Simen only laughed. Thank you! A lot of money he’d 
make like that! Then she had a serious talk with Peter. 
There were plenty of chances for a handy-man like him. 
Supposing he set up as a carriage-builder, folks would come 
from all the country round to buy his carioles and gigs and 
sledges and carts! It might develop into a fine business, 
and he might become a rich man, especially if Simen would 
join him. 

In this way she tried to put it into their heads to ‘stay 
at home. And she herself began to see new visions. She 
could see all her children prosperous and respected in the 
parish, and now and then they would come and stay at their 
home, the big Kvidal farm, where she, a gray-haired old 
granny, sat enjoying the thought that they had all got on so 
well in the world. 

Simen and Peter grinned and asked her why Morten had 
not started a joiner’s shop, instead of leaving the country. 
Money—you had to have money. Why didn’t she want them 
to go out into the world and make their fortunes as he was 
doing? 

But need they begin on such a grand scale right away? 
Could n’t they begin in a small way and work their way up? 
Ask Morten, they said. Had he begun in a small way? 

They read such a lot; they were always coming home with 
new books; and tall, fair-haired Randi was just as bad. But 
it seemed as if the books only made them long to go out into 
the world. They took newspapers and knew all that was go- 
ing on; but the papers, too, made them long to go abroad. 
Fancy how well off the people were there . .. and there 

. and there! And above all in America. 

They were beginning to outgrow the dream of the big farm 
at Kvidal, which had kept them round her until now. But 
perhaps the hardest blow of all was the discovery that they 
were beginning to feel ashamed of their home and parentage. 
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So they had got it into their heads that folks looked down 
on them because they came from Kvidal? Well, well! 
Heaven knew that their father and mother had done all 
they could. 


XI 


The settlers had plodded along for five years on the prairie, 
and new recruits had joined them in ever-increasing numbers. 
At last the great moment had arrived, and they could begin 
to build themselves a church. They had long since decided 
that it should stand on the spot where Erik Foss lay buried. 
It would not be a cathedral exactly, but a building made of 
turf, boarded inside and out, and sufficiently large to ac- 
commodate a couple of hundred persons. 

The little company of emigrants who had come here first 
were known as the old settlers, and they formed a clique 
to which the others could not easily gain admittance. First 
Else and then Anne had a baby, and what could be more 
natural than for Paulina, who was fifteen now and tall for 
her age, to go and look after the house while the housewife 
herself was laid up? As for Karen, she was the only midwife 
within a hundred miles or more; but it all went swimmingly 
every time. They were so thick on the ground at Skaret; 
when they wanted to lend their neighbors a hand they went 
in-a body, but when the others came to them it was only by 
ones and twos. What of that? Kal was no skinflint. 

“Anders,” he would say, “take a couple of oxen and go 
and help Morten; he’s pottering about over there all by 
himself.” Payment? No, not when it was one of the old 
settlers. 

On the other hand, Kal was niggardly about time; had n’t 
he plowed up twice as much land as his neighbors? But pals 
were pals, and that made all the difference. One day the 
boys took it into their heads to build another room on to 
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Father, while the four children could camp in the new one. 
Kal screwed up his face doubtfully and consented; but 
would n’t it look like showing off ? 

Just as the boys had finished the roof of this annex who 
should come strolling by but Morten. “By Jove! Look at 
that!” he exclaimed. He had grown a short, curly beard 
lately, and his eyes were always looking about in search of 
fresh expedients. Kal stood by with a somewhat shamefaced 
air. He had a sort of feeling that he ought to have asked 
Morten’s leave; they had all come to look upon him as their 
adviser and the boss of the settlement. “The boys wanted 
to do it,” he said apologetically. “About time, too,” an- 
swered Morten, “and the same thing ’Il scon be needed every- 
where, if the women-folks are going to be so prolific!” 

Kal took this for a hint. A few days afterward, the two 
boys arrived outside Ola’s hut, armed with spades and axes. 
“What ’s all this?” he asked. They explained. Else was 
delighted. Later in the summer Kal sent the boys to Per 
on the same errand. Then it occurred to Else that it would 
all be so much brighter and cleaner if they whitewashed the 
walls and ceiling. No sooner said than done; and in a few 
weeks’ time all the huts had been brightened up in the 
game way. 

Morten was still living alone, but his corn-fields were 
steadily increasing in size, and in spring and autumn he 
often felt as though he were working himself to death. Since 
the news came that Helena had married the sheriff’s son, 
the old country seemed to be farther away than ever. From 
that day onward the others noticed that he often looked as 
though he slept badly; and when he laughed, it sounded 
strangely mirthless. He still meant to go back to Kvidal 
some day, but not until he had become a rich man. 

He made up his mind that he would not waste another 
winter looking after two or three oxen and cows, so he left 
them with Anton, and went off to town to work as a joiner. 
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Tt was all grist to his mill. He was waiting impatiently for 
the day when he could buy some horses. He made good 
use of his time in town. Every evening he attended a free 
school, and thus learned to speak English properly, besides 
gaining a better acquaintance with American life and institu- 
tions. What a splendid country it was, and what a wonderful 
history it had! What opportunities it presented to a man 
who had the will to work and get on in life! No wonder 
he began to see new visions of the future. If he really meant 
to climb the ladder—high, high up—America was the very 
place for him. 

Must he give up the old country, then? Certainly not, 
and yet ... ? Now he would imagine himself as the Gov- 
ernor of North Dakota, now as the uncrowned king of the 
parish and a member of parliament in Norway. It was 
lucky that nobody could read one’s thoughts! At any rate, 
he clung to his mates on the prairie just as much as he did 
to his mother and brothers and sisters in the old country. 
His mind was becoming divided into two. He had country- 
men there and countrymen here, but it seemed as if the latter 
needed him most, and certainly he could get better results 
out of the Kvidal in America. Always he seemed to hear 
the prairie singing of the days to come—of the young men 
and women for whom it was waiting, of the big farms, of 
the railway, of the towns which would spring up. “Will you 
help?” it sang. “There is room here, room and to spare for 
all who have the will to work.” But was that all? Had he 
no other aim than to rise in the world? 

The next summer something happened which set him 
thinking furiously. The wheat was very promising that 
year, and the fields were twice as large as before; if they 
had bumper crops again, they would be able to afford horses, 
and even frame houses, for the whole colony. But one Sun- 
day, when the clergyman had come, and was holding a 
service in the open air, a cloud blew up from nowhere and 


~- 


The Emigrants 207 


a sudden hail-storm scattered the congregation in all direc- 
tions in search of shelter. When it stopped, they emerged 
from their huts to find that the plain was white all around 
them. The hail had stripped off the grain, nothing but bare 
stalks remained, and the whole wheat crop had been ruined. 
In an icy wind the settlers waded through the hailstones to 
their huts, where a night of black despair awaited them. 

Morten very nearly gave the schoolmaster a thrashing on 
this occasion. They were walking home together from the 
service, and Jo remarked with his jeering laugh, “This is 
how Providence answers our prayers!” 

“Shut up!” said Morten, fiercely. 

And yet he lay awake that night repeating Jo’s words. 
They were utterly helpless, and therefore they groveled in 
the dust before an almighty Being. The answer? They had 
had it to-day. Was that the long and the short of it? He 
had never thought much about religion before. But now he 
lay tossing from side to side. They all looked to him for 
guidance, and he felt the burden of the responsibility. A 
church? <A parson? Hadn’t they enough to do earning 
their bread by the sweat of their brow, without wasting their 
time on that sort of humbug? 

Two or three days after this, a caravan started eastward. 
Most of them were Irishmen who had arrived in the previous 
autumn; their first experience of a prairie winter had been 
bad enough, but a hail-storm in the middle of the summer 
was the limit. They fled in dismay, leaving their huts and 
their newly plowed fields unoccupied. 

The Norwegians, who had come to the settlement empty- 
handed, had no choice but to stay where they were. From 
their fishing days in the old country they knew only too well 
what a black year meant, and yet they had never given up 
in despair on that account; what they had to do now was 
to hang on as best they could, and then start afresh next 
year. When winter came the men went off to town and took 
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the first work that offered; they had to get food somehow 
for the wives and children who stayed behind. Kal went, 
and so did Anders, although he was barely sixteen. Jo was 
the only man left at the settlement. And before long the 
workers in the town had earned enough to send load after 
load of food out to their families on the prairie. 

By and by Morten had a new riddle to puzzle over. The 
next year’s crops were finer than ever, and what were the 
settlers planning now? To buy horses and build frame 
houses? Nota bit of it! They wanted to collect money for 
a little church. It would take more than the hail-storm to 
shake their belief in Providence. The Sunday feeling died 
hard; a single bad year would not kill it. They were deter- 
mined to worship the man in heaven, even if he ruined them 
every year. Morten could not make head or tail of it. 

A number of new settlers had arrived that spring, and 
Morten summoned them to a meeting outside his hut.. Most 
of them were Norwegians, with a couple of Swedes, an ‘rish- 
man, and a German. Soon he had them all sitting or stand- 
ing around him. Ola Lokka, a stocky, red-bearded peasant 
from Hallingdal, got to his feet and gave it as his opinion 
that they could think of a church when they’d made their 
pile. If any one wanted more praying and singing he could 
do it at home in his hut. 

The German, a broad-shouldered giant with a big gray 
beard, addressed the meeting in English. He was in favor 
of building the church at once, he said, but the services 
ought to be in English. His speech was interpreted for the 
benefit of those who could not understand what he was say- 
ing. Murmurs of dissent. No, no; they weren’t going to 
have that. 

The Irishman had a light-red beard and a hooked nose. 
He, too, spoke English, and he led off by offering to con- 
tribute a hundred dollars to the church fund. Moreover, he 
was willing to cart the building materials here with his own 
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horses—always provided that they would agree to hang a 
picture of Our Lady over the altar, and have a basin of holy 
water at the door for folks to dip their fingers in when they 
entered the church. Would they do that? He was even 
willing to give the picture. Wasn’t that a fair offer? 

But the murmurs were still louder this time. Husbands 
and wives exchanged horrified glances. “Gosh!” said Kal, 
and looked down at his fists. The two Swedes swore under 
their breath. Ola gave Per a kick on the shin. Ho, ho! 
that chap was trying to convert them to his superstitions. 
For a hundred dollars? No, not for a million! 

Per rose, and everybody stared at the big man. “I reckon 
we can manage to pay for the parson and the church as well,” 
he said. “Morten, here, has told us how many bushels of 
wheat each one will have to contribute. We can bring the 
building materials in our wagons when we drive back from 
town. We need n’t trouble our Catholic friend for his horses. 
And I move that we elect a building committee right away.” 

The proposal was adopted. Morten expressed no opinion ; 
he merely presided over the meeting and listened to the 
views of the others. But he was pleased with the turn things 
had taken. The committee consisted entirely of old settlers: 
Per, Else, and Jo, with Morten himself as chairman. Per 
went home that day in high feather; he was looking forward 
already to the day when he would sit on the parish council 
and help to elect the clergyman. The king had no hand in 
it here, thank goodness. Per was in America now. 


A year had passed. Morten was perched high up on the 
little church tower, hammering and sawing. He was the 
only skilled carpenter in the place, so he had to do most of 
the work, while the other settlers farmed his land for him. 
For the rest, Per and Anton were both clever with their 
hands, and Anders had grown into a big lad of eighteen 
who helped him all day long. “I must keep an eye on that 
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young fellow,” Morten said to himself. The boy had been in 
town again this winter, earning money in the daytime and 
going to school in the evening. He was always studying; 
Morten would have to look out for his laurels! 

“Hullo! Bring me up some more nails.” Anders came 

up with them. The boy showed no signs of giddiness; on 
‘the contrary, he stood on the ladder coolly unfolding a sheet 
of paper. A plan. He had learned to draw at the school 
in town. 

“What ’s that?” asked Morten. It was the drawing of a 
weathercock on a spire. “Oluf and I have been working on 
it for several days. It’s made of iron; we ’ve almost finished 
hammering it out now.” “Well, I’m blest!” said Morten. 
Bright boys, those two. 

The spring work was well over for this year, and when 
Morten looked down from his lofty perch he could see all 
around him on the sunlit plain little huts and wooden houses 
with the smoke rising from them, and pale-green fields which 
contrasted with the grayish yellow of the prairie. Alto- 
gether there were about thirty settlers now, and a good many 
of them had come from the parish at home. They kept 
writing to him and turning up out here, and many a time 
he had felt inclined to warn them not to come; but what 
right had he todo so? After all, he himself had left Kvidal. 

Jo shouted up to him, “Aren’t you giddy up there, 
Morten ?” 

“Come and see for yourself.” 

“Not I! I’m not going to commit suicide just yet. But 
tell me: how could a man sitting on Mars with a telescope 
tell the difference between your tower and a blade of grass?” 

“Try and find out the answer yourself; it’ll give you 
something to do.” 

He took no further notice of the skeptical schoolmaster. 
A little tune kept running in his head; what a pity he 
could n’t find the right words for it! It might serve as a 
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hymn when they dedicated the first temple built in these 
parts. One day the bell would ring out from the tower: 
Come! Ye people from the land of mountains and woods, 
come hither! The same God that ye worship there will meet 
you here. Come, come. O thou that art dead, come in spirit 
and join thy kinsfolk. O thou that art homesick, come and 
find thy mother and father in the old, familiar hymns. 
Come! Come! Come! Outwardly Morten went on whis- 
tling and hammering as before, but inwardly he heard noth- 
ing but the church bell and the strains of the hymn. 

Supposing the god for whom they were making such sac- 
rifices only sent another hail-storm this year, or a plague 
of locusts: what then? They would humble themselves still 
more, and go on worshiping him. What a pitiful being was 
man! What a noble being was man! Morten stopped ham- 
mering for a moment and tried to grasp it. Here was a 
riddle that he would never solve. Jo was right. Seen from 
infinity, a church tower was no higher than a blade of grass. 
And yet heaven and earth were in this temple, small as it 
was. How could that be? Well, he must get on with his 
work. 

One day he was inside the church, putting up the altar. 
Presently Anne and Else entered, dressed in their Sunday 
best. “Bless the work,” they said, and looked about them. 
My word! how fine it was getting! The windows were in 
place already, but the floor was still littered with shavings. 
Bareheaded and perspiring, Morten came toward them and 
held out his hand. 

“Let us know when we can come and wash the floor,” said 
Anne. 

“Come in three or four days’ time. It ought to be ready 
then.” 

How good-looking they were! he thought. Anne’s oval 
face, with its setting of dark hair, had still such a fresh glow, 
and her eyes were so bright and dancing. Else had regained 
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her slender, lithe figure; her features were so delicate, and 
her brown eyes so grave and thoughtful. They still kept 
young, in spite of the hard work and the trying winters. 

Else was unpacking something wrapped up in paper. It 
turned out to be a white cloth embroidered with figures in 
red. A group. Seemingly it was meant to be the Last 
Supper. He could not tell whether it was well done or not, 
but he looked at her and asked, “Is it an altar-cloth?” 

“Yes, if you think it will do,” she said shyly; “Anne and 
I made it together.” 

“You did most of it, though,” said Anne. 

“No, I didn’t! Why, you did every bit of the em- 
broidery !” 

“But you drew the figures.” 

Morten thanked them and shook hands with them again. 
Presently they left. The presentation of this gift to the 
church was an event in their toilsome existence in the little 
sod huts. That was why they had put on their Sunday 
best. Morten went on with his work, thinking that women 
had a wonderful knack of making it feel like Sunday. 

On leaving the church in the evening, to go home, he found 
a stout, fair-haired young fellow waiting for him outside. 
Morten started back. “What! You?” 

“Good evening,” said the other, and held out his hand. 
It was his brother Simen. For two years the lad had been 
begging him to send him a ticket. Morten had always re- 
fused. And here he was! 


XII 


They walked along together to Morten’s home. When they 
entered the hut Simen stood looking blankly round the 
squalid little room, A fisherman’s hut. And he had thought 
that his brother was a millionaire! ‘Well!’ he gasped. 

“Yes, this is where I live. Sit down. And now, what on 
earth brings you here ?” 

“We’re a party of ten or twelve, all from the parish. 
Half of them stopped in the town, and the rest have come 
out here to settle on the prairie.” 

“Ten or twelve more! Why, I believe every young fellow 
in the parish is emigrating !” 

“Of course. What else can they do?” 

“Have n’t they got land at home? How much of Kvidal 
have you plowed up?” 

Simen grinned. “How much did you, when you were at 
home? You said it needed capital. We say so too; it does 
need capital.” 

Morten swallowed the taunt. “Well, I’ve not been able 
to send much home. But I will, one of these days. Youll 
find it’s not so easy as you think. We’ve just got our title- 
deeds, and have bought another quarter by preémption; very 
cheap, but it costs money, all the same—several hundred 
dollars. You see what our houses are like. We’ve no horses 
yet; only oxen. And if I can’t earn a couple of thousand 
dollars to build a wooden house, my three hundred and twenty 
acres won’t be worth a straw.” 

Simen could only grin sheepishly. He had fully intended 
to tell his brother a few bald truths, and ask him why he had 
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throat. Why, his brother was worse off than any poor devil 
in the old country! And still they wanted all the young 
fellows to come out here. 

“How ’s Mother getting on?” 

“Oh, much as usual. They all sent you their love.” 

The word affected Morten so much that he had to turn 
away to hide his emotion. He realized now that the life 
out here held him fast; he was drifting farther and farther 
away from his mother and his home. He began to get supper 
ready. Meanwhile Simen unpacked a knapsack, and pres- 
ently handed his brother a parcel. 

“What’s this?” Morten undid the paper. A _ brightly 
colored cloth, woven in red, white, and blue. He stood star- 
ing at it in astonishment. 

“Mother wove it for . . . well, she thought perhaps . . . if 
you married some day .: . ” 

Ob. Morten had to turn away again. 

Here was something else—a pair of braces that his sisters 
had worked for him. And a pair of embroidered woolen 
gloves. Home. Home. At that moment Morten could see 
everything at Kvidal—the people, the houses, the animals, 
even the grindstone behind the barn. 

They went on talking late into the night. Morten had 
a hundred questions to ask. Eventually they agreed that 
Simen should work for wages for a year. Morten could not 
farm his land now without help, and hired labor was scarce. 

Next day Morten was busy in the church as usual when 
Anton and Per entered, carrying a large box between them. 
Hullo, what now? “It this any good?” asked Anton, when 
they had deposited the box on the floor. Morten saw that 
it was a pulpit, octagonal in shape, with carved figures on 
three of the panels. One panel represented Moses with the 
tables of the law; another, Abraham sacrificing Isaac; the 
third showed the Carpenter’s Son before Pilate. You could 
see with half an eye that the work had been done with a 
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sheath-knife, but Morten was not going to discourage the 
carver. 

“Splendid! Who’s the artist?” he asked. 

“There he stands,” said Per, pointing triumphantly at 
Anton. 

“But . . . but it must have taken a long time. And we 
never even saw it in your hut.” 

Anton grinned. “No one ever comes and looks me up.” 

Morten gave him a quick glance. It was quite true. Once 
a boy was labeled a skunk, it did n’t help much if he changed 
a good deal as the years went by. The others simply forgot 
to look him up. That was exactly what they had done. But 
he had got on well this year; had his own hut, oxen and cows, 
and was doing his best. Strange that he had n’t said a word 
to any one about this work of art! Perhaps the effort of 
keeping it.to himself for a twelvemonth had been good for 
him. 

“Youre a brick!” said Morten and shook his hand warmly. 

The time had nearly come for dedicating the church, and 
the settlers could talk of nothing else, on their visits to one 
another. One day Morten and Per were together in the 
church when a wagon drawn by horses drew up outside, and 
in walked the red-bearded Irishman in his Sunday best. He 
held his hat in his hand, and began to address Morten in 
English. It was quite a little speech. Per could not follow, 
but Morten interpreted for him. It appeared that the Irish- 
man was anxious to present the church with a bell for the 
tower. 

Per looked askance at him. “H’m.... yes. But isn’t 
he a Roman Catholic?” he remarked. 

Morten could not help laughing. “The bell won’t ring 
any the worse for that,” he said. 

H’m. Per knitted his brows and pondered. At length he 
shook his head. No, he couldn’t possibly agree to that. 
Morten laughed again. Per had always talked so much about 
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liberal views and progress. And narrow-minded ecclesias- 
tical tyranny. But it didn’t go very deep, evidently. 

The Irishman looked from one to the other, waiting for 
an answer. He added that the German had sent his respects 
and asked him to say that he had a harmonium which he 
would like to give to the church, if they would accept it. 
Fer cleared his throat, but relapsed into thought again. 
Presently he smoothed his big beard and remarked that this 
was going to be a Norwegian church. 

At this point Morten hit upon a way out of the dilemma. 
“Well buy the bell, and the organ too,” he said to Per. 
“They can sell them to us cheap, for a few bushels of wheat.” 
Per cheered up at once. That would be quite another mat- 
ter. Of course he’d no objection to that. 

Morten clinched the agreement with their red-bearded 
visitor, and added that of course every one would be welcome 
to come to the church. The Irishman flourished his hat by 
way of farewell, and took his departure. No doubt he, too, 
had been yearning for a place of worship out here in the 
wilds. Now that one had been built at last, he was doing 
his best to secure a foothold there, but it almost looked as 
if his Christian brethren wanted to shut the door in his face. 

Immediately before the dedication of the church Morten 
called another meeting to appoint the various officials, and 
the building committee were reélected as a parish council. 
The old settlers again—always the same story. No wonder 
that there were one or two murmurs this time.. 

He told them of the new acquisitions for the interior of 
the church, and added that at present they had no altar- 
piece; but his mother had just sent him something which 
might do instead, if. they had no objection. Thereupon he 
showed them the tapestry which his brother had brought him. 
The Norwegian colors! It reminded them of the old flag. 
And it was woven in the style they knew so well; many a 
woman in the old country had sat at her loom weaving this 


7 


The Emigrants 217 


sort of thing for use or ornament. They passed their hands 
over it appreciatively. 

“But perhaps we ought to ask the parson before we hang 
it up,” said Morten. Per brought his fist down on the table 
with a bang. The parson? No, no! He’d be hanged if 
they did n’t decide this for themselves! 

The great day arrived, and the sun was shining brightly. 
Broad-bladed wheat was undulating in ripples on all sides; 
instead of the first scanty patches of corn-field which had 
made them think of the poor little farms in the old country, 
there were wide expanses of cultivated land; very soon they 
would have to give up lending a hand on their neighbors’ 
farms, and each one would need his own machinery and 
hired labor. 

With such splendid prospects before them, what better day 
could they have for dedicating the church? The bell began 
to ring in the little tower. Oluf Skaret had been practising 
for several days, and now the great moment had come: here 
he stood ringing and chiming the first notes of the bell over 
the wide plain. The boy was seventeen now, but never in 
his life had he been so deeply moved; it seemed to him that 
the prairie for miles and miles around was stirring, and 
asking what this strange, unknown sound meant. For thou- 
sands of years it had slept, but now it must open its eyes. 
Ding, dong!—what could this be? Even the larks high up 
in the sky had stopped singing. The corn-fields were listen- 
ing, the huts, the fleeting clouds. Ding, dong! ding, dong! 
Oluf went on ringing and ringing. Suddenly he felt that 
this was a call; he knew now what his vocation in life would 
be. : 

The clergyman had put up for the night with Jo, who was 
going to play the organ. Here they came, side by side, the 
parson in black cassock and ruff, carrying a big book with 
a gold cross on the cover, and the schoolmaster clean-shaven 
and in his best. Far, far out on the plain men and women 
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were wending their way toward the church. Now they 
stopped for a moment to listen to the bell. A great day! 
At last it was really Sunday out here in the wilds; how loudly 
the bell was ringing! Heaven knew that they had had their 
trials—poverty and toil, hard winters, disappointments, and 
the homesickness which was worst of all. But it was a 
‘Christian settlement now, a parish with a church, and a bell 
which they would all hear ringing on Sundays and holy 
days. 

The strangest-looking vehicles were jolting along over the 
roadless plain. There were prairie-schooners drawn by 
oxen, with women and children inside; the oxen refused to 
trot, but give them time and they would reach the church 
by and by. A kubberulle, too, with wheels like grindstones, 
and nothing but a couple of planks for the women and chil- 
dren to sit on, while the men walked alongside. The Irish- 
man and the German, and two or three other farmers with 
money in their pockets, who had moved out here from the 
East, came driving along in smart high-wheeled buggies 
drawn by a pair of horses. The old settlers had no great 
distance to go, so they walked at a leisurely pace, most of 
them dressed in the Sunday clothes they had worn in the 
old country. 

Look, here was Kal coming with his family. Paulina was 
almost grown up now. She had on a new dress which Anne 
had made for her and a white head-kerchief with red spots. 
How determined she looked, flourishing those big hands of 
hers; but it was a pity she didn’t hold herself better. Had 
she overworked herself already, helping her father? Kal had 
left his sheepskin cap at home for once, and was wearing 
the broad-brimmed felt hat that Morten had bought for him 
in town. Karen had on the same dress and shawl that she 
had worn at the auction before leaving Norway; but she had 
sprinkled a few drops of scent on the point of her ker- 
chief ; and now she was actually on the way to church again, 
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with her well-worn hymn-book in her hand. Fair-haired 
Anders, with a straw hat cocked over one ear, was walking 
beside his father; but little Siri had remained behind. Her 
new dress had not been finished in time, and this was such 
a bitter disappointment that she had stayed at home, crying. 

But who was this coming? Why, it was Siri herself, 
running after them, with a bright new milk-can in her hand. 
Perhaps they would n’t take so much notice of her shabby 
blue dress if she carried this? The very thing! Look how 
it shone in the sun! Siri dried her tears; she had made up 
her mind to come to church after all. 

And there were Per and Anne, with their elder boy walk- 
ing between them and the younger on his father’s left arm. 
The burly giant looked as if he‘might be the father of the 
whole congregation, and yet he had only a wife and two 
little boys with him. Anne looked insignificant beside him, 
in spite of her slim figure and her pretty face. 

Next came Ola and Else with their babies, one of whom 
was big enough to toddle along between them, while Ola 
carried the other. Ola’s face wore a defiant look. The more 
folks respected his wife, the less they seemed to think of 
himself. No doubt he let himself go a bit when he was in 
town, but that was only once in a blue moon. Had n’t he 
cultivated his quarter as quickly as anybody? And yet no 
one ever voted for him. 

Anton Noreng, on the other hand, had become quite famous 
on account of his pulpit; of course they had to make him 
into something after that, so they appointed him parish clerk. 
To-day he was going to sit in the choir and lead the singing. 
There he went in his blue-duffle clothes and straw hat, a hand- 
some young bachelor of twenty-five. 

Half a dozen children who had walked over the prairie 
barefoot were sitting on the ground outside the church, put- 
ting on their shoes and stockings. A group of men were 
standing round a grave with a white-painted wooden cross— 


220 The Emigrants 


the only grave here at present. They were talking about the 
man who had been laid to rest there; no one who had known 
Erik Foss would forget him in a hurry. 

The church? It was only the size of a meeting-house, but 
it had a tower, a spire, and a bell. There was a lot in a 
name, and everybody preferred to call it a church, even if 
‘the outer walls had not been painted yet, and the seats had 
no backs to them. The harmonium was playing already; 
Jo was quite an organist. Music had been the only subject 
he did not quarrel about at the training college. Every time 
the door opened, the strains of a choral came floating out. 
The men took off their hats long before they pushed open 
the door. Even outside they talked in hushed voices, and in- 
side the church every one was silent. Instinctively the 
women seated themselves on one side, and the men on the 
other, just as they had done in the church at home. 

The German was wearing a shiny top-hat to-day. He 
would not understand much of the sermon, but a service was 
a service. Who should come with him but the Irishman, ac- 
companied by his wife and‘ two young red-haired daughters. 
Well, nobody could object to the Catholics coming. Of course 
they took the opportunity of crossing themselves on their 
foreheads and chests when they entered the church, but even 
Per was willing to put up with that. 

The congregation began to sing. How strange it felt! 
Many of them were so used to seeing old Noreng in the choir 
at home, and now his son was standing there instead. 
Was n’t it strange? Some of the women had not sung in 
a church for years; no wonder they had to wipe their eyes 
and blow their noses now and then. They seemed chiefly to 
be singing about two things: their homesickness and their 
anxiety about the corn in the fields. These two things lifted 
them, as if on wings, high above the earth. 

But Morten could not sing to-day. His eyes were ever 
on his mother’s tapestry, which served as the altarpiece. 
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Once it had been meant to cover his nuptial bed. Now it 
was hanging here. Oh, Mother, Mother! His thoughts 
were trying to find their way home. He seemed to have 
drifted so far away, not only from his mother and his home, 
but also from that which had once been great and good in 
himself. Now it was all money, money, and everything had 
turned into business. Did he ever think of anything else? 
Wealth, wealth, wealth—did he ever dream of anything but 
that? What if he had been as humble as his father and had 
stayed on the little farm at home? Would n’t he have been 
a better man than he was now? 

The clergyman walked to the pulpit. What stillness! 
Everybody was listening, scarcely daring to look up. Even 
the German. Even the Irishman. God’s Word was God’s 
Word, even if you could n’t understand the language. A 
great calm had descended upon them. This year, at any 
rate, there would be no hail or locusts. Most of them were 
conscious of a comforting voice, telling them that they would 
see their old home again one of these days. Henceforth 
they had only to work, and behave like Christians. What did 
they care whether the clergyman were preaching this doctrine 
or that? They were not listening to his words. They were 
not even thinking. To them religion was the hymn which 
was still echoing in their souls, and a sense of sanctity within 
and around them. They were worshiping the unknown, 
which has no name. 

A baptismal service followed, and children of various ages 
were brought to be baptized. One little girl of five years, 
whose parents had been living far away from any church 
until now, became frightened and angry when the water was 
going to be poured over her head. “I won’t!” she screamed, 
and pushed away the clergyman’s hand. Her mother had to 
come and hold her firmly until it was safely over. 

To-morrow there would be confirmation, and no fewer than 
three of Kal’s children were going to be confirmed. To-day 
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all the grown-ups stayed for communion, except the school- 
master, who had not made up his mind about it yet. Row 
after row of bronzed men and women came forward and knelt 
before the altar. 

Then the bell began to ring again. Its pealing followed 
the worshipers as they walked or drove to their distant homes 
across the level plain, bidding them God-speed, and telling 
them that they must not forget to come back, now that there 
was a church here at last. 


XIII 


Simen had never thought that it would be like this. He 
was thoroughly unhappy from the first. He had come from 
a parish where most of the houses were painted yellow, red, 
or white, and where the landscape was so much alive that it 
fairly danced with joy. Here there was nothing but a 
grayish-brown desert, and a few sod huts which in Norway 
even a beggar would refuse to live in. The wind blew about 
so much straw and hay from the stacks that you waded in it 
as you went from one hut to another. Had they forgotten 
how to sweep a farm-yard? Wagons, plows, and other 
farm implements lay rusting in the open because there was 
nowhere to house them. If he dropped in to see Jo or Anton, 
their huts were worse than a pigsty. 

It was enough to make a fellow die with laughing to see 
Mother’s Darling trying to make mysost’* because he could 
not find any other way of using all the milk he got from his 
two cows. What was still worse was. to see Anne and the 
young lady from Dyrendal looking so untidy, and slaving like 
any crofter’s wife in the old country. And she the daughter 
of the old colonel! 

Anne often asked him to come to see her; she had always 
so many questions to ask him, and was never tired of hearing 
him talk about the parish and her friends there. Even Simen 
himself seemed to smell of home, of green leaves, and the 
landscape for which her heart ached. “Come again soon,” 
she begged. “Mind you come again soon.” It made her feel 
cheerful and lively again to have him there. She began to 
tidy and smarten herself up when she expected his visits, and 


1 A kind of cheese made by boiling cow’s or goat’s milk. 
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it dawned upon Simen that, after all, she looked very young 
still. But Per was not so pleased; he began to look askance 
at this young visitor. 

What Simen hated most was the way they rushed every- 
thing here. His brother woke him up at the peep of dawn: 

~“Get up and milk the cows.” What? He milk the cows? 

That had been women’s work in the old country, and he felt 
ashamed to take a pail and sit down under a cow. Then 
there was the food—porridge and milk several times a day, 
but never a bit of bread or cake or a bannock, and salt pork 
for dinner, week-days and Sundays alike. How different 
from living at home with Mother! He thought of her nice 
cakes and bread, of the fish and salt herring at which he had 
grumbled so often. How much better off he had been in 
those days! If he had guessed that it would be like this he 
would never have come. 

This year the settlers could not go round and help their 
neighbors with the reaping; the fields were so big now that 
every one had more than enough to do on his own land, let 
alone helping on somebody else’s. It seemed quite strange 
to part company, but they had no choice, for while they were 
all at work on one quarter the corn might begin shedding on 
another. It was all very well for Kal, who had so many 
hands; but for the others it was nothing less than a crisis. 
To hire help was out of the question; casual laborers would 
not come so far out as this at present. There were two 
people at work on Per’s land and two on Ola’s, but even if 
the women stuck to it like men, there was a limit to their 
strength. 

Morten had his brother to help him now, but that was not 
enough; he had also. got hold of a horse-whim; but even then 
the work was more than he could manage. A dead-lock. It 
made him furious. The reaping-machine was not one of 
the kind you could sit on; no, instead of the joy-ride he had 
looked forward to, Simen had to trudge behind, steering it 
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with his hands. And when it came to his turn to bind 
sheaves, that was no joke, either, in this broiling sun; it 
meant taking off his coat and waistcoat, and soon his shirt 
and hat too, if he was to work as fast as Morten expected 
him to. 

There were no holidays now, as there had been at home; 
no meetings for young men in the evenings, no county-school 
debates on newfangled ideas. When evening came at long 
last, and his limbs were stiff from the day’s incessant labor, 
he had either to do the cooking or else fetch home the cows 
and milk them. And then? If he wanted his clothes 
washed he had to do it himself; if he wanted them darned or 
patched he had to do that too. Mother had n’t time to-night! 
And after that he tumbled into bed to get two or three hours’ 
sleep. 

It required four men to do the threshing. But they were 
only two. So two had to do the work of four. First the 
wheat had to be driven to the machine. Hurry up and load 
the wagon! hurry up and pitch out the sheaves! Next day 
the oxen had to be yoked to the whim, and the threshing- 
machine started. The one who was feeding the machine had 
constantly to run backward and forward, fetching fresh 
sheaves, and the one whose job it was to clear away the straw 
had frequently to run across to the oxen and urge them 
forward. 

Morten was always telling him to hurry up. But it fairly 
took it out of a chap to go on like that from morning till 
night, with just an hour’s rest in the middle of the day. 
Simen felt inclined to go on strike. But would he have an 
easier time with strangers? Suppose they had slaved away 
like this at Kvidal, they might have done a good deal, after 
all. 

Once more the grain lay heaped up in huge piles, and the 
breeze kept whirling clouds of chaff high into the air. The 
next thing was to stack the straw—or, at any rate, as much 
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of it as the wind had not strewn over the fields. The sooner 
they could start driving the wheat to town, the better. 
They would have to make many trips this year; perhaps they 
would go on right up to Christmas. 

“This will never do,” said Morten to himself. “We must 
have a road. We must have horses. Then it will only take 
half the time. And we must have more machines.” He 
knew that the big farmers in the East had a steam-driven 
threshing-machine which could vomit hundreds of bushels a 
day. He must have one here. And horses,—not one or 
two, or even four, but at least six or eight,—so that they 
could use a plow with three shares. That would make a dif- 
ference. It was no use going on as things were now. But 
who should take the lead, if he didn’t? Money? They 
ought to make a good profit on their wheat this year. More- 
over, the old settlers had made up their minds that this time 
they would bring back’planks for building frame houses. For 
five years they had braved the prairie winter in their huts, 
and now the women said they really must have decent houses 
to live in. Far be it from him to hang back. 

He could not but feel annoyed at the ease with which Kal 
kept forging ahead. He was leaving them all behind. And 
Morten himself was obliged to give him a push now and then 
to make him forge ahead faster still. He had even had to 
help him at the land office, lest Erik Foss’s quarter should be 
passed on to some one else. As soon as Anders was twenty- 
one he would get it as homestead land, besides having the 
right to another quarter as preémption land. In this way 
Kal had got his claws into four quarters. And then there 
was Paulina: as soon as she was twenty-one she, too, would 
be entitled to a homestead. The same thing again. Kal 
was living next to the plain, and they could help themselves 
to as much of it as they pleased. They kept piling up land. 
They were leaving him behind. 

And Kal’s one and only ambition in this world was to 
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plow up new land. His head was haunted by the vision of 
endless corn-fields; after starving all his life in the old coun- 
try he wanted to turn the whole world into corn-fields and 
food. He had known what he was about when he bought 
two more oxen in the spring; it meant that he could stay 
at home now, breaking up new land on his second quarter, 
while Anders drove to town with the other men and sold his 
wheat. 

But something inside Morten seemed to be nerving itself 
for a spurt. Ahead of him? Ahead of Morten Kvidal? 
Had not Erik Foss dreamed of a town out here? And talked 
of a pile of gold for the man who owned the site on which 
the town stood? Where would that be, Morten? Secure 
that bit of ground, Morten. And then Kal and the rest 
would see! 

Yet, for all these fine plans which kept running in his 
head, he was terribly homesick. At every meal, and on Sun- 
days, the two brothers talked of the parish at home, of Mother, 
and Kyidal, and all their friends. Morten questioned and 
questioned. How was So-and-so getting on? Had they 
built any new houses in such and such a place? Which of 
his friends had got married, and to whom? He was be- 
ginning to smell the sea, to remember the slopes, and the 
fiord dotted with white sails. He grew sick with longing to 
see it all again. Surely there must be some girls left there! 
What were young women to him, if he could n’t go back and 
* find them in the valley at home? Here? He would never 
marry here. 

Marry? He lay awake at night picturing himself as a 
lonely old bachelor. Was he going to have no son to inherit 
a big estate from his father? What was he working for, 
then? Kvidal in Norway or Kvidal here? He must give 
up asking Simen about the parish at home. At times, when 
he saw it all very clearly, he got down to a deeper self, be- 
yond the struggle for money, horses, more land, more power, 
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and position—to something calm and holy. It was as if a 
church bell kept ringing there, and appealing to the Sunday- 
powers within him. 

Out here he was a slave to the land and the almighty 
dollar, but at Kvidal he would become his true self again. 
He must go back. Had he really been seven long years away 
from home? Perhaps Mother’s hair was gray now. He 
must send ‘her a decent sum this year—say a hundred dollars. 
Would that be sufficient, though? He sighed. Even that 
would mean giving up the horses, if he was going to build 
a house. Simen, too, cost him a good many dollars a month. 
Why not tear himself away from all this and go home? 

‘But the settlers wanted to have their own clergyman now, 
and the parish council had put an advertisement in the 
Norwegian-American papers. Moreover, the settlement had 
become large enough to be a township; they would soon have 
to elect a township board, three supervisors, a justice of the 
peace. Leave all this? Give up, and let the others forge 
ahead? They were just turning the corner and entering a 
new era, with a road, perhaps even a railroad, banks, a town, 
an elevator to which they could drive several loads of wheat 
a day, and it meant wealth at one blow for every one who 
owned land here. How could he leave all this? But what 
about Kvidal in the old country? Who was looking after it 
now? Hadn’t he promised to return soon? to build a big 
farm there? 

The wagon-loads of wheat began to roll townward again. 
Simen went for Morten, and Ola had hired Oluf Skaret, who 
was nearly grown up now. By and by the wagons would 
come back with planks,—planks for all of them,—and then 
they must work hard if they wanted to have a roof over their 
heads before winter set in. 

Strolling past Kal’s huts one day, Morten stopped short 
and stared. Two horses were grazing there, not full-grown 
yet, but about two years old; brown, long-necked, and long- 
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legged. Kal was standing by the haystack as if by chance, 
with a guilty look on his face. 

“Yes, it’s asking for trouble, I know,” he said, scratching 
his head. “But Karen—no, I mean that young cuss Anders 
—would have them.” 

“But you ’ve only got two,” said Morten. “Buy four, and 
then you can plow with them.” 

Kal had never heard a more blasphemous suggestion! No, 
no; it was better to begin at the bottom. One foal would 
have been more than enough. But it was all the fault of that 
young idiot, Anders! And the Irishman, of course, who 
would n’t give in till he’d palmed off both of them on the 
boy. Morten congratulated him, and walked on in high 
spirits. 

Kal stood there, thinking. Even Karen was getting quite 
swelled-headed about her pigs and poultry; new huts kept 
springing up, and there was a cackling and noise on the farm 
which was certainly no fault of his. When he thought of the 
day when these two young horses would be full-grown, the 
prospect made him feel almost dizzy. He trembled every 
time they neighed, and had constantly to go and tap their 
hoofs and stroke their noses. He was going to build a frame 
stable for them this autumn, and the door would have to be 
a high one; you never could tell how big a horse might grow 
in America. 

And Karen had got another bee in her bonnet now. She 
must needs get Anders to bring some young trees from town, 
—alders and oak-trees,—and now she had stuck them in the 
ground at a little distance from the huts. Fancy having no 
more sense than that—an old woman like her, too! 

No doubt she wanted them to look like the little thicket 
of birch-trees on the north side of the byre at Skaret. Well, 
she ’d have to live to a hundred if she wanted to see them as 
tall as herself. 

One day there was a new sensation. A store. You could 
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buy almost anything there—coal for your stove, oil for your 
lamp, matches, coffee, tobacco, all sorts of things. The 
storekeeper, Peter Skaarness, came from somewhere on the 
west coast of Norway, and evidently he had money—what 
with his horses and the fine frame houses he’d built for 
man and beast. He was a man in the forties, tall and gaunt, 
‘with black hair and a goatee. His temper was not of the 
best, and at the parish meetings he always criticized the old 
settlers. The sort of man to become a lay-preacher and start 
a sect of his own just to spite them. He had only his wife 
and his old mother living with him. His mother was too 
weak to work out of doors, but that was no reason why she 
should not do something for her bread and butter, so he set 
her to grind wheat in a coffee-mill. 

If you wanted to do business with him you generally had 
to go and fetch him in from his fields. “Well? What d’ you 
want?” he would say. On coming indoors he would hunt out 
a bunch of keys from somewhere or other, shake it, and ask 
you again what you wanted. Boots? H’m. He chewed his 
quid, spat, and pondered. Boots would be in the back room. 
He took a look at your feet, thought a moment, spat, and 
guessed he’d something which might do. Plows? They 
were over at the branch store. Coffee and *baccy? Wait a 
bit—yes, they were up in the loft. Whisky? Well, he 
should n’t wonder if he had a keg down in the cellar. 

If you were hard up he never said no, but a loan was a 
loan, and interest was interest, and he could n’t take less than 
twelve per cent. a month. If a new-comer started off with 
a bad season, and wanted to tide over the winter, he had to 
go to Peter Skaarness and mortgage his oxen, his cows, and 
very likely next year’s crops as well. Morten had his eye on 
him. How much longer could this be allowed to go on? 

In the middle of October Simen came back from town one 
day with a big bundle of letters, which he threw down on 
the table in front of Morten. Most of them were applica- 
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tions from clergymen. This meant that he had to call a 
meeting of the parish council on Sunday. Strange to say 
a good many turned up who were not members of the com- 
mittee, and of course Peter Skaarness was one of them. But 
Morten felt that he could not very well eject them, and soon 
the hut was crowded with weather-beaten men in homespun 
clothes. Else, who was a properly elected member, was the 
only woman present. 

Morten read out the names of the applicants. All were 
young men of Norwegian parentage, some from the training 
college in Madison, others from the German Lutheran college 
in St. Louis. He gave an account of each of them, and read 
extracts from the letters. As soon as he had finished, Peter 
Skaarness got to his feet and spat. 

He only wanted to ask one question: were the old settlers 
going to run the whole district? They seemed to have taken 
it into their heads now that they had a right to appoint the 
clergyman. Morten laughed. According to the rules, it was 
the duty of the parish council to appoint a clergyman. Who 
else should do it? Skaarness’s black beard seemed to grow 
more pointed than ever; clearing his throat, he inquired 
whether a man who was not a true believer could be chairman 
of a Christian parish council. 

Morten asked whom he meant. 

“You te7 

Per began to mutter impatiently. This was a great day 
for him; he was helping to appoint a clergyman at last. 
Morten laughed again. They weren’t there to discuss his 
own beliefs, he said. Nor could he remember that he had 
ever taken any one into his confidence on the subject. 

Ola Lokka, the Hallingdal peasant, stood up—red-bearded, 
freckled, and bent. He had his own characteristic point of 
view to-day, as he had had when they were talking about 
building the church. If they must have a parson, he said, 
they ought to have a cheap one. 
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“Yes, yes; well decide on the salary afterward,” said 
Morten. “A young man won’t expect much.” 

“But if we choose one who’s small and light, he won’t 
cost so much; he’ll be so easy to feed.” 

At this there was some tittering, but it was plain that 
more than one wanted to know how much the clergyman 
would cost them. 

“What about a parsonage?” some one asked. 

Per stood up. “Erik Foss’s hut is unoccupied,” he said. 

“Oh!” said Else, in a horrified tone. 

Per banged the wall with his fist. “Are we in the old 
country, where the parson’s a swell and a pope, or are we 
in a free country? The parson ’ll have to live as we do. 
He’s our servant. If he’s too swell to live in the hut which 
used to belong to a man like Erik Foss, he can pack up his 
traps and go back where he came from!” 

The other men squirted tobacco-juice. Most of them 
agreed: Per was right: what was good enough for them was 
good enough for the parson. But first of all they had to 
appoint somebody. Morten recommended one named Oppe- 
gaard, who wrote very sensibly and had an excellent testi- 
monial from the Lutheran College in Decorah. The letters 
did n’t say whether he was light or heavy, Morten added with 
a smile, glancing at the man from Hallingdal. 

Eventually they appointed Oppegaard, and fixed his salary 
at five bushels of wheat per annum from each quarter of 
cultivated land. For marriages, christenings, or burials he 
was to have a fee of five dollars in cash. And now the ques- 
tion was, could he come here in time for Christmas? Better 
write and ask him, said Morten. 


XIV 


The journeys to town continued all through the autumn; 
by and by the snow came, and they had to drive the wheat 
on sledges. Once, when they were returning home, a snow- 
storm came on, and soon obliterated every sign of the trail. 
They had to struggle on as best they could, in a whirling, 
blinding blizzard. But were they going in the right direc- 
tion? Before long the oxen gave out; they could not go a 
step farther. The men wondered what they should do next, 
for they were still twenty-four hours away from the settle- 
ment. Coyotes were howling all around them. Not that 
they were afraid, but it sounded so uncanny. And what if 
there were wolves too? 

On this occasion Ola Vatne was with them. It was the 
last trip of the year, and he thought he deserved one jaunt, 
anyway. He had gone on a spree,—just a little one,—but 
had slept off the effects in the first twenty-four hours of the 
homeward journey. This was rather fun, he thought, as 
he waded along, in snow up to his thighs, feeling inclined to 
sing. The others did not whine, either; old Lofoten sailors 
like Per and Simen and Jo had been out on a winter day 
before now. Whine? Not they! But singing was another 
matter. 

If they remained where they were they would be snowed 
under. A storm such as this might last for weeks. The 
oxen had given up altogether and lay motionless in front of 
the sledges. Simen remembered that folks were sometimes 
caught like this in the mountains in Norway, but there they 
could shelter in caves or under trees, and were only a few 
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to stand still. They had bought some spades in town; Ola 
seized one of these, waded along in front of the oxen, and 
began to shovel away the snow. The other men followed his 
example. Soon they had cleared a space in front, but it 
remained to be seen whether they could get the oxen to move. 
‘Coaxings and threats had no effect. Beating them with 
the reins proved equally ineffective. 

Then Anders pulled a handful of hay out of a sack of 
fodder they had brought with them in case of need, and 
standing in front of the animals, tried to tempt them with 
that. At length the two oxen in front got to their feet and 
stretched out their noses. The others followed suit. They 
moved a step forward. Anders began to walk backward, and 
the animals followed. Well, they were going on again, any- 
way. But whither? The men went on shoveling, half 
blinded by the driving snow, but persevering. They were 
getting on. If only they had brought a compass! 

But how long could they stand working like this? The 
snow kept falling, falling, falling. 

The men took it in turns. So did the boys from Skaret; 
they were n’t going to let any one go home and say that they 
had n’t done their bit like grown men! The hours passed. 
At all events, they were moving forward and not backward. 
It was pitch-dark now, but they must n’t give up. Whenever 
it was Ola’s turn to rest, he walked along with his back to 
the storm, singing— 


“Oh, how I wish I’d a wife in town, 
Trala-la-la, trala-la-lee.” 


When morning came they were all utterly worn out—what 
with the cold, the snow, and the strain. How many yards 
had they gone? And in which direction? 

But they were in luck for once, for it cleared up as the 
morning advanced, and this put fresh heart into man and 
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beast, though they still had to shovel away the snow for long 
distances ata time. Luckily they had enough food with them 
for that day, at any rate. The following night was so cold 
that they could not remember anything like it, even in their 
fishing days in the Lofotens. When at last they reached the 
settlement, they and their oxen were more dead than alive. 

Jo had started a regular school now, and had even bought 
a globe and a map with his own money, on his last visit to 
town. His hut was crowded with little scholars, for many 
of the new settlers had children. He was a proud man on 
the day when the Irishman and the German sent their chil- 
dren to him; the school language was Norwegian, so their 
children would have to imbibe their wisdom in Norwegian, 
whether they liked it or no. Not that that was any difficulty, 
for the children all played together, and the foreigners had 
learned to understand Norwegian long ago. 

Jo was beginning to feel rather pleased with life. There 
was no one to boss him here, as there would be in the old 
country. He could teach the children whatever he thought 
fit. As to Christianity, he had not made up his mind yet, 
but he could always leave out the doubtful subjects and con- 
centrate on the others. 

The subject he laid most stress upon was one which he 
had invented himself, so to say—namely, the history of the 
emigrants, and especially the heroes among them. For years 
he had been writing in all directions for information and 
reading everything that had been printed about it. And 
what a wonderful saga it made! Pioneers forcing their way 
through the virgin forests, fights with wild beasts, Indians, 
forest fires in the East which stamped out whole settlements, 
prairie fires out here, the frost, the locust, the long pilgrim- 
ages across the country to find gold in California—it was 
an epic, greater even than Snorre or Homer. Take, for in- 
stance, the Norwegian, Snow-shoe Thompson, who for twenty 
years went backward and forward on skis across the Rocky 
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Mountains with the mail, in blizzards and bitter frosts, often 
attacked by Indians or wolves—twenty years, and without 
receiving a cent for it! The State had cheated him. Vi- 
kings? There were plenty of them in this wonderful new 
country. Jo blossomed out in the midst of his cloud of 
.tobacco-smoke ; there was no parson or head-master over him 
now; he was his own master and his spirit could unfold it- 
self freely. Really, it was rather fun to be a teacher in such 
circumstances. But the settlement would have to put up 
for a decent school-house next year. 

Now and then there would be an interruption. Enter Per. 
Might he have a little chat with the children about history? 
He could still remember all those kings and wars and dates 
that he had learned at the county school. Certainly he might 
do so. Per beamed. Afterward he went home and told 
Anne that he had been giving a little lecture at the school. 

The last expedition to town had brought back a letter from 
Morten’s mother, which said that Helena had died in child- 
birth. Morten sat moping over the letter. Not even the 
sheriff’s son would have any more happiness with that lovely 
woman now. But the strange thing was that Morten seemed 
to have got her back. She was no longer to blame for what 
had happened between them. After this he felt he could 
not wait any longer; he must tear himself away and hurry 
home. In the spring, he thought. Yes, in the spring. He 
would build a decent house to make his land more saleable; 
then Simen could hire it for a year or two; and after 
that . . . he would see. In the spring . . . in the spring. 

The women-folks had to put up with a sore disappointment. 
Winter had come so early that the houses could not be finished 
this year. The men had been so busy with their journeys to 
town and the autumn plowing that they had not had time 
even to lay the foundations ; and how could they do any build- 
ing in such weather as this? Another winter in sod huts. 
The women went about sighing. Luckily they had stoves 
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now which kept warm all night, and coal instead of cow- 
dung and prairie-grass. Kal was the only one who had man- 
aged to build a frame house, and that was only a stable for 
his two horses. 

One day Morten said to Simen: “Don’t go and see Anne 
so often. Poor old Per doesn’t like it.” 

“What!” Simen pretended not to understand. 

“Oh, don’t play the fool. You know as well as I do that 
you ’re always there when Per’s out.” 

“Rot! Anne only wants to hear the news from home.” 

“Drop it,” said Morten. 

Another winter. It meant nothing less than imprison- 
ment for folks whose one thought was farming and whose 
life was summed up in crops. But all of a sudden the 
‘weather turned mild again and it began to rain. Soon the 
snow had all melted, and a slight frost made the air very 
crisp, with sunshine in the daytime and moonlight at night. 
On a pleasant afternoon like this, a couple of weeks before 
Christmas, a prairie-schooner with a pair of horses came jolt- 
ing into the little settlement. The driver was a young, clean- 
shaven man, and inside the wagon sat a woman in furs and 
a veil. Beside her shone the brass fittings of a large trunk. 

The news flew from farm to farm. The new parson had 
arrived. He had come without warning, and, what was 
worse, he had brought a wife with him. How should they 
house such swell-looking folks? His wife was evidently a 
town lady. Nobody had room to put them up. What ever 
should they do? 

They had not even got ready Erik’s hut. In fact, Kal 
had been keeping plows and harrows there. Morten was out 
somewhere, so they fetched Per instead. Per, being a man 
of the world, shook hands with the clergyman and his wife, 
and welcomed them to Nidaros Settlement. Their house? 
Yes, if they would come along with him—and he led the way 
to Erik’s hut. Jo followed them with a feeling of embarrass- 
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ment. Per threw open the door. It was a little untidy at 
present, but . . . He was enjoying this thoroughly; he was 
more of a boss to-day than the parson himself. One man 
was as good as another here, and the house for these two was 
neither better nor worse than what the others had to live in. 

The lady gave a little cry of dismay, and the clergyman 
looked inquiringly at the two men. “Is—is there no other 
house ?” he asked. 

Per and the schoolmaster shook their heads. Else came 
hurrying up, hardly knowing whether to cry or laugh, and 
invited them to supper. 

“Has no one a frame house yet?” the clergyman asked 
again. 

Per thought a moment. “Yes; the Irishman.” 

“Oh. But isn’t he a Roman Catholic?” 

Yes, that was so. 

The young man looked despairingly at his better half and 
sighed. “Then there ’s nothing to be done.” 

“And there’s the German,” Jo added. 

“Oh? Is the German a Catholic too?” inquired the 
clergyman, seeing a faint gleam of hope. 

Per had it all at his finger’s ends. He was not a Catholic 
exactly; he belonged to a sect called Herrn-huters. H’m. 
The clergyman looked at his wife and shook his head again. 

“Our houses are just like this,’ Per remarked, with a hint 
of severity in his tone. 

“Oh, well, then, it’s good enough for us, too,” said the 
other, and giving his wife his arm he walked on. 

While the new-comers were having supper with Else, Anne 
and Paulina turned out Erik’s hut, washed and dusted it, 
and lit a fire in the stove. Who could spare some bedclothes ? 
A couple of blankets and a pillow hung there on a line; these 
must be beaten, and Anne herself undertook to provide sheets. 

Per prided himself on his fairness; the parson and his wife 
could n’t. do without food, so he turned up at Erik’s hut with 
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a bucket of potatoes and a leg of veal. The others must 
bring their contributions too. Nobody starved here, so the 
parson must n’t starve, either. 

Late in the evening Ola and Else accompanied the new- 
comers home. A lamp was burning, a cozy warmth met them 
as they entered, and a miscellaneous collection of pots and 
pans, raked together from the other huts, stood near the 
stove. The big trunk took up a large part of the floor. But 
the air smelt musty, and the lady seemed in no hurry to take 
off her coat. She looked at her husband. When the others 
had gone, she sank down on the wooden bench and burst into 
tears. 

She had grown up in a well-to-do home in a town in the 
East, had gone to balls and played at concerts. She had 
dreamed of a white-painted parsonage with a garden and 
trees, bright, airy rooms, servants, and neighbors of her own 
class. Her Jacob had often joked about going out as a mis- 
sionary into the wilds, but she had never taken him seriously. 
It was a wonder that she had survived the journey; and then 
to come to this! Think of all the vermin there must be in 
the walls and bed and blankets. She bit her handkerchief ; 
it was all she could do not to lose her temper altogether. 

The clergyman paced up and down the little earthen 
floor. His fair hair shone gold in the lamplight, his eyes 
were fine and full of visions, but his voice was rather weak. 
Well, here they were at last. When he had refused to be a 
banker like his wealthy father and brother, and decided to 
go into the church, it was not for the sake of amusement. 
He had done it with a purpose. Hadn’t he often dreamed 
that it would be something like this? 

“Mathilde dear,” he said, “a missionary among the Zulus 
has to risk his life, and he runs the risk gladly for the sake 
of the Gospel. At any rate, we are among Christian friends 
here. Can’t you see already how warm-hearted they are? 
Look at all that they have given us... .” 
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Presently he adopted a lighter tone, stroking her hair, and 
telling her that in reality there was plenty of room. The 
house was twelve feet short and eight feet narrow—why, they 
could give a ball! Room? There was tons of room. 

“Oh, do be quiet! There’s nothing here. Bedroom, 
kitchen, study for you...and...and... nursery 
some day ... all in one room. And what a room!” 

“Well, my dear, just think if we had to live under a bush.” 

“Oh!” She bit her handkerchief and looked daggers at 
him. 

“There was One greater than I, and He had not where to 
lay His head.” 

“But He dwelt in other people’s houses.” 

“So do we. And we’ve even got a house all to ourselves.” 

“But how shall we get a servant?” 

“We ’ll have to do without one.” 

“I’m to do everything alone, am I? And perhaps live 
here for years and years. Is there such a thing as a baker, 
or a butcher, or a grocer here?” 

“T don’t suppose so.” 

“We ’re to starve then, too!” 

“We ll manage all right, youll see. Did you notice how 
touching the church looked? Think of all these good souls 
living here for years in the wilds before they could build a 
House of God. Can you think of anything finer than to work 
here—in this very place?” He spread out his arms, and 
became lost in his own visions. 

This was how the parson and his lady began life in Nidaros 
Settlement. 


XV 


Moonlight on the frosty prairie. Heaven knows whether 
it was early or late, but Per Foll had been walking there for 
hours. He was drawing a long black furrow across the shim- 
mering white ground. His hands were thrust in his pockets, 
his hat was on the back of his head, and his big beard pointed 
straight at the moon as if he were on the way to pay it a visit. 

Behind him was the hut, with Anne and the children. He 
turned. No, there was no light there. He looked east, west, 
north. Not a light to be seen anywhere. It must be late. 
It must be a long time since he left home. 

But he would get to the bottom of this, once for all. He 
ynust settle his account with the prairie. Come! Come! 
Jt was always luring him on. He would n’t yield to the temp- 
tation, he knew how dizzy he would get; or at any rate, he 
would n’t go more than a few steps. But he was like a drunk- 
ard: first one dram, then all the rest. Farther and farther 
he went, as if he were letting himself drift out with the tide. 
Qn, and on, and on. The farther he walked, the more dizzy 
he became, and the more powerless to resist that which was 
burning and torturing him within. 

It was Anne again, and this time with Simen. When Per 
was alone with her he did not believe it, but out here it hurt 
vo; the old wounds opened again and bled, bled. . . . Had n’t 
yhe run riot in the old days with this one . . . and that one 

. and that one? Nonsense, Per! have n’t you forgiven all 
that? But would it do any good to forgive to-night? No; 
he was being drawn on‘and on, and even the moonlit plain 
seemed to be chanting that there was no hope, no hope left. 


Moonlight, distance, and stillness. One could walk on like 
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this day after day, night after night, and it would always be 
the same. Yes, he was getting dizzy—so dizzy that he reeled. 
Was the plain trying to lure him on to madness? No! 
Look: he could go as straight as an arrow if he liked. “Come 
on,” said the prairie. “Can you stand another dram or are 
you a greenhorn?” On and on. Anne? Pehaps she was 
‘sitting on Simen’s knee now. Giggling and making fun of 
old Per. “His beard is two feet too long,” she was saying. 
“Hairy old bull! he’s only fit to marry a cow.” ... Per 
clenched his fists, waved his arms about, and strode on. A 
huge shadow followed him, as if the darkness had assumed a 
head, hat, arms, and legs. The shadow was like a whole land- 
scape, and this landscape was himself, Per, who was out 
walking to-night, and forced to go on and on. Anne was 
expecting another baby now. When did Simen come? 
Ob OW lary. 

He sobbed, stood still, looked round in search of help. He 
stared at his shadow: “For God’s sake, cant you tell me what 
to do?” The shadow shook its head. 

On beyond him stretched the plain in the moonlight. The 
distances made the world seem so fabulously vast that he him- 
self dwindled away into nothing. Look at the sky; not so 
much as a mountain or a hill cutting a piece out of it, or a 
lake drawing it down into its mirror. An ocean without 
coasts, a land without frontiers. Look up or look down, there 
was no end to it. Walk on—but where would he get to? 
Shout for help—but who would answer ? 

As he wandered on he began to reel again, and gesticulate 
wildly with his arms. The shadow did the same. Little by 
little he was realizing that nothing coufd save him. Was the 
prairie going to win, after all? The thing must be decided 
now; whatever happened, he must go on and on. Once he 
had forgiven, and that had saved him. God had given him a 
finger, as it were.. All his troubles had become so small then ; 
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even the prairie had lost its power. But now it was differ- 
ent. Forgive? No fear. God? He could stay where He 
was. ‘This evening Per was out alone with Evil and the plain. 

He was still resisting, as a capsized fisherman struggles 
frantically to keep his head above water. But he could not 
last much longer. He could feel the strength ebbing out of 
his limbs. Very soon he would have to give up. “On, on,” 
said the plain; “Simen will take her for good and all, one of 
these days. He will move into the hut and turn you out. 
Ha, ha, ha! Come on, come on,” beckoned the plain. 

With another sob he stopped again. Oh, this was more 
than he could bear! He looked round wildly for some means 
of escape. “Pray, Per. Pray, or you will plunge headlong 
into the abyss. There’s still a chance. Pray! Pray!” 

The big man sank to his knees, and folding his hands, 
raised them above his head. “O Lord God, answer me! 
Save me! Or I shall go stark mad.” 

“There is no God,” chanted the prairie in the pale moon- 
light. Everything was receding away and away... . Pray, 
Per. Or strike Anne dead. What did the prairie care? It 
merely receded away, and away, and away. 

On and on. The shadow following him. The big land- 
scape in human shape was dogging his footsteps all the time. 
Per looked at it. Here was a comrade in misfortune, lured 
and drawn on like himself, stopping, holding back, and yet 
forced to go on and on, just as he did. It began to stagger 
like a drunken man; so did he. Now he understood at last! 
The long fight with the prairie had been fought to a finish 
to-night. The prairie had won. Per had lost. 

On. On. Since he must pass out into the night, he would 
go the whole hog. The shadow and he were both going to 
the bottom, the sooner the better. He tried to catch hold 
of his shadow and dance with it. “Come along, old pal! 
Let ’s see how high you can jump!” 
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What? Could n’t he get hold of it? Would the shadow 
try to slip away from him, too? Take that, then! Per gave 
it a kick, rushed at it, tried to seize it by the throat. 

Out on the moonlit plain the big man danced about, kick- 
ing and hitting out wildly with his long arms. But the 
shadow on the ground only mimicked him, goading him on, 
‘more and more, till at last he began to yell. . . . The night 
was dead still in the cold moonlight. 


XVI 


Next morning Anne came bursting into Morten’s hut. 
“Per—have you seen anything of Per?” 

The neighbors soon assembled outside her hut. Kal was 
carrying a rope. The others looked at it. Kal himself 
did n’t quite know why he *d brought it, except that he always 
used to take a rope with him if anything was up, in the old 
country. However, when Morten divided them into three 
search-parties to go in different directions, they all agreed 
that a rope might come in useful. 

Morten and Simen took some food with them and started 
toward the west. They had been away for several months, 
working for wages in the town, while Anton again took 
charge of their cattle, and made mysost out of the milk. It 
was April now; there were only a few patches of snow left 
here and there, and very soon the spring work on the land 
could begin. At present they were busily engaged in build- 
ing the new house; but of course when a neighbor was in such 
distress as this, everybody left whatever he had in hand. 

They could hear Anne sobbing and calling after them, 
“You must find him!” Morten was pale, and he avoided 
looking at his brother. They walked on quickly in the sun- 
shine, stopping now and then to stare across the vast level ex- 
panse. The pools and -patches of melting snow were steam- 
ing, and a faint, bluish, transparent haze hung quivering over 
the limitless plain. When Simen said anything, Morten did 
not answer; he felt inclined to give him a hiding with the 
rope he was carrying. 

Anne was left alone with the children. They could see that 


something was amiss, and stood clinging to her skirt and cry- 
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ing. She tried to comfort them and herself. Was it really 
so serious? Very likely he had only got a fit of the sulks 
again and wanted to frighten her. After all, he was no bet- 
ter than a child, for all his great hulking body, and if she 
made him something nice to eat, he would be good again. 
‘She filled a saucepan with thick cream and put it on the stove ; 
cream-porridge was his favorite dish. She stood watching 
it. The cream came to the boil, and separated into porridge 
and a liquid resembling melted butter. She added milk, and 
stirred in flour. The porridge was ready now, but where was 
Per? What could have become of him? 

The day wore on. She went outside and gazed across the 
plain, west, north, south and east. The prairie lay there 
steaming in the sun. Nota soul in sight. Where could Per 
be? When the darkness drew on, she began to fear the worst. 
After putting the children to bed she sat down on a chair, and 
waited in solitude. By and by she laid her head on the bed 
close to the younger child. She began to sob. This was 
worse than ever; what had,she done this time? 

Simen? What was the boy from Kyidal to her? Coming, 
as he did, straight from the old country, he had seemed to 
smell of the birch woods. Her own girlhood revived as she 
questioned and questioned. Did they still make bonfires on 
spring evenings, and sing? Did they get engaged? She 
had wanted to hear more, and more, and more; it helped her 
to see her father and mother, her friends, and the valley at 
home. And what harm could there be in that? If she some- 
times crept away by herself with the accordion, and thrilled 
with memories of old days and all the good-looking boys she 
had known, was there anything wrong in that? Yes, every- 
thing was wrong, according to that old book of sermons. 

The thought of those golden days of girlhood had been like 
a tonic to her out here in the wilds; if she had taken many 
a draft of it to keep her sane, was that wrong? Yes, that 
was wrong too. Was everything nice a sin? Of course it 
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was. Maybe she had romped a little with Simen in the hay, 
and put her arms round his neck once in a while, just because 
he had come straight from all that she was longing for. Was 
that wrong too? Of course it was wrong. Sin? Every- 
thing was sin; even to tidy oneself up on Sunday, to turn 
one’s face to the sun, to play a dance-tune on the accordion. 
Everything was a sin. O God, O God, forgive! 

Else came in to see her. She tried to comfort her, but that 
only made things worse. Karen came too; but she was so 
quiet and motherly, she only looked at Anne, and made no 
fuss. “We can lend a hand with the milking,” she said and 
it felt like a caress on her cheek. 

The moon had risen again, and the plain was silvered over 
with rime. Morten had said that the old settlers would see 
to this affair themselves. Better not mix any of the new- 
comers up in it. At length Anton and Anders returned. 
They ’d been walking all day. Had Per come home? Anne 
only stared at them dumbly. Karen told them that he had 
not. Presently Kal and the younger boy came in, and asked 
the same question. They were dead tired, and muddy from 
walking all day over the slushy ground. Well, well, they ’d 
better have a bite now, and after that they could start off 
again. 

Toward evening Morten and Simen caught sight of Per. 
The moment he set eyes on them he began to wave his arms 
wildly, shouting and swearing that if they came a step nearer 
he would kill them. “Rot! we’ll just go for him,” said 
Morten. Then Per caught sight of Ola and Jo advancing 
from another direction, and again he began waving his arms 
and shouting threats. But Ola was not so easily frightened 
as all that. Finding himself attacked on two sides, Per took 
to his heels. He dashed away, lost his hat, but took no no- 
tice. Then he floundered into a pool, sank to his waist, fell 
forward, and lay full length; but sprang up again just as 
his pursuers were upon him. Turning, he confronted them, 
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glaring, gesticulating wildly, and shouting to them to leave 
him alone. “Keep off!” His features were contorted. 
“Keep off, I say! What the devil d’ you want to do to me?” 

They stopped a few paces away, and Morten tried to rea- 
son with him: “Now Per, old man, you come back home to 
‘Anne and the kids.” 

“Hold your jaw!” 

“Are you angry, Per? We’ve all been that, many a time; 
but this is going too far, you know. Come, walk home with 
your old pals, and make friends again.” 

Suddenly Per caught sight of Simen. “What! Is that 
young monkey standing there grinning!” Lurching for- 
ward, he rushed at Simen, and aimed a furious blow at his 
head which would have sent him flying if he had not ducked 
to avoid it. In a moment Ola and Morten were upon him, 
and Jo grappled with him too. Surely among them they 
could master one man! But they reckoned without their 
Per. Regaining his balance, he shook them all off. Ah, 
would you! MHadn’t he once cleared a whole tap-room, up 
in the Lofotens? Morten, who was bleeding at the mouth, 
shouted to Ola not to strike him. They went on struggling 
with him, but before they knew it he wrenched himself free 
and was off again. 

Then Morten put on the authoritative voice of the chair- 
man of the parish council, and shouted: “If you don’t stop 
this, Per, and behave yourself, I 711 have you kicked out of the 
parish council at the next election. And you’ll never have 
another chance of appointing a parson!” Per turned and 
stared at him. The shot had gone home. The corners of 
his mouth widened out into an ironical grin. But for all that 
he stood still. He allowed them to approach him, and let 
Morten take hold of his coat. ‘Come home, Per. Show that 
you ’re a sensible chap.” 

Per muttered something, but obeyed. He walked slowly; 
still, that was better than nothing. But his eye fell on 
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Simen again. Like lightning he hit out, and catching the 
young fellow full on the jaw, sent him flying. “Ho! that’s 
better! But look here, Morten: you ’re a decent lad; you tie 
my hands. I shall murder that young rip, if you don’t take 
your rope and tie me up. Here you are,” and he stretched 
out his hands. 

It seemed best to do as he said, and when they had tied his 
hands behind him, the big man walked on between his mates 
across the prairie. It was a long march. Morten got him 
to eat some of the food he had brought, putting it into his 
mouth for him; and then they went on again. 

When at length they approached the settlement, Per halted, 
and began to laugh in a shy, inane way. “No, no,” he said, 
“TI can’t go home like this; it’s too bad. Where’s Simen? 
Oh, bolted, has he? Just as well for him. You can untie 
me now.” 

But when he got near enough to his own hut to see Anne 
and the others standing outside in the moonlight, waiting 
for him, he stopped dead. “The devil! There she is.” 

“Remember what you promised me,” said Morten, trying 
to get him along. 

“Come, now. Aren’t you coming in to have your cream- 
porridge?” Anne coaxed him, trying to pretend that noth- 
ing was the matter. 

But he only scowled angrily at this cheery speech. “Bring 
me the boy, Anne—not the eldest, you can keep him, but little 
Per. I must have him; bring him here at once! And then 
T’ll go.” 

“Mercy on us!” gasped Anne, looking blankly from one to 
another. 

“T’ you hear, Anne! Bring me the boy. You can give 
your cream-porridge to Simen.” 

Per stood waiting in the moonlight, surrounded by his 
mates, two of whom were holding the rope. They were at 
a loss what to do next. At length Karen walked up to him 
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slowly. “Per,” she said, “listen to me. I think you ’d better 
come home with me to-night. You can sleep on the floor. 
And then you can talk it over with Anne in the morning.” 

“Hullo, Karen, what are you doing out so late?” said Per, 
with a little giggle, beginning to look ashamed of himself 
again. “Yes, 1’ll come. But can’t you get her to give me 
the kid?” 

“No. Well talk about that to-morrow. Come along, 
Per.” 

They all breathed a sigh of relief when they saw the 
tamed giant walking quietly away beside the little prairie- 
woman. Anne was crying bitterly, and Else promised to 
stay with her till the morning. 

Morten told Kal that they had better pretend to think 
that Per was going to sleep quietly; but a couple of men 
would have to remain on guard somewhere near. Anton and 
Morten kept watch the rest of the night in Kal’s cow-shed. 
For a long time all was quiet. They had given Per the boys’ 
bed, and for several hours he slept soundly. Toward morn- 
ing, however, he woke up and wanted to go out to find his 
little boy. They dared not let him go back to his own hut. 
Kal tried to coax him to lie down again; but no, Per insisted 
on going. Karen came and coaxed him, the boys got up from 
the floor and did their best to dissuade him, but it was all in 
vain, he pushed them aside and opened the door. The mo- 
ment he did so, two men emerged from the cow-shed and 
barred the way. 

No one ever forgot that morning. Five men wrestled and 
fought with the mad giant. When they got him into the 
house, it was still worse, and Karen and the girls had to 
escape. A fearful battle ensued; windows, crockery, and 
Saucepans were smashed, benches overturned and trodden to 
pieces; and the worst of all was to hear Per roaring like a 
wild beast. At last they got him down. Next they had to 
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bind him securely—this time against his will. For a time 
he lay there shouting for help, then he flew into a rage and 
tried to break loose, and finally he burst into tears. After 
watching him for an hour or two they saw that he had fallen 
asleep again. 

Next day they removed him to Anton Noreng’s hut, where 
there was more room. Anne came to see him, tear-stained 
and forlorn. Per was sitting on a bench, but the moment he 
set eyes on her in the doorway, he jumped up inafury. “Go 
away! Go away!” he screamed. “Go away before I get my 
hands free.” And he tugged and tore at the ropes. 

When Kal came home after keeping watch one night, and 
Karen asked how Per was now, he did not answer. He sat 
down and tried to eat his breakfast, but the tears were running 
down his cheeks. He shook his head. ‘God save us all from 
the likes of that,” he said. 

A couple of days later, a prairie-schooner drove slowly 
over the plain toward the town. There were four men with 
it, and Per sat inside, bound hand and foot. Now and then 
he screamed, and implored them to tie something over his 
eyes. The plain, the plain, the plain! It was drawing him, 
drawing him. Everything was spinning round. Hi! Hi! 
he was on a merry-go-round—hold tight! Perhaps it was 
all a joke, after all. He sang and laughed; and presently 
burst into tears again. 

“What ’ll become of poor Anne? Where are you taking 
me? To an asylum? Am I really as mad as that? What 
about Anne, though, and... and the kid?—little Per. 
Who ’ll look after them? And 1’d plowed up so much this 
year. No, no, no, don’t take me to a mad-house! Think of 
poor Anne!” 


On the succeeding Sunday Anne sat at the back of the 
little church, hiding her ‘ace in her hands. While the others 
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sang, they could hear her sobbing. And during the sermon 
they could hear her groans, as she sat there with bent head, 
absorbed in her own grief. 

Simen stayed at home. He was building his brother’s 
house, and meant to leave as soon as it was finished. 


BOOK IIt 


I 


Morten Kvidal was going home at last. It was Sunday, 
and he was making the round of the old settlers to say 
good-by. The spring sowing was safely over, and his little 
frame house had been built, so Simen could take charge of 
the farm for a year or two. The neighbors were still busily 
hammering and sawing, but Anne’s new house had been fin- 
ished by the combined efforts of her friends. 

He was looking rather pale to-day; there were so many ties 
to keep him here. Life was just beginning in earnest, with 
horses, machinery, and a lot more land to cultivate; soon 
there would be a road; perhaps a railway, too, some day ; there 
might even be a town, with farming on a big scale, and huge 
profits. And yet he could no longer resist the homesickness 
which had smoldered within him all these years. It was 
foolish perhaps, but go he must. He must see Kvidal and 
his mother again. 

“Of all the crazy notions!” said Jo. “Why, you’re a sort 
of little king here already. Fancy leaving now, just as we ’re 
beginning to go ahead in style!” 

“What message shall I give your father and mother ?” 

“None.” 

“Hang it, man! Surely you’ll send them a message?” 

“No; why should 1? Say what you like to the old folks. 
But don’t give them any message from me.” 

Morten shook his head as he went away. They were all 
more or less homesick. Jo Berg was the only one who was 
above such sentimentality. Perhaps the real reason was that 
he was getting to realize that his martyrdom in the old 
country had been only bluff. Maybe his father and mother 
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thing. He could picture them at home, feeling more in the 
right every day. Why should he send them a message into 
the bargain? 

Anne sat sewing in her new house, and she brightened up 
when Morten entered. After all that she had gone through 
lately, it was a comfort to move out of the dark hut into a 
house like this, with so much light from the tall windows. 
The floor, ceiling, and walls were of freshly planed wood, 
which smelt so nice that the air seemed easier to breathe. 
Her dark hair was streaked with gray, and her face looked 
worn, but a gleam of youthfulness sprang up in her eyes 
when he asked whether she had any messages for the old 
country. 

“Oh yes! Give them all my love, Morten... .” She 
gazed in front of her for a moment, then looked up at him 
with appealing eyes. “But promise me one thing: you won’t 
tell them too much about poor Per, will you?” 

They went on talking, and she told him that she had let 
her farm to Kal in return for half the profits on it. “But 
T do wish you were n’t going away, Morten. We’re thinning 
out; there are n’t many of the first lot left now. Mind you 
come back again.” 

It was hard to go round like this, saying good-by, and he 
could see that the others did not find it easy, either. They 
were losing their mainstay again. Anton confided to him 
that he was engaged to one of the red-haired daughters of the 
Irishman. They were soon going to be married. He asked 
Morten to give his love to the old folks and say that he had 
grown up at last. 

Else and Ola were sitting over a book in their hut. They 
got up when he entered. “Reading the Bible?” asked Mor- 
ten. “No; an English grammar,” answered Ola. “I’m try- 
ing to pick up some of my wife’s book-learning.” 

“Fancy that, now!” Morten said to himself. “This looks 
promising. Trust a woman to win in the end!” 
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Else had no one to send her love to. Yes—to the land- 
scape at home. To the mountains and the sea. She sighed, 
but tried to smile. Ola asked him to take fifty dollars for 
his old father and mother; it was such a business to sit down 
and write them a letter. He followed Morten outside and 
walked a little way with him. When he held out his hand to 
say good-by, he looked rather shyly at Morten and said: 
“You won’t give me away too much, will you, old man?” 
Morten gripped his hand, and walked on quickly. How well 
he knew that feeling-—the ambition to stand well with one’s 
friends in the old country! 

On reaching Kal’s farm, he was surprised to see how much 
more prosperous it looked than any of the others. The new 
outhouse was twice as large, and there were several inclosures 
full of yellow, black, and spotted pigs, besides other inclosures 
with fowls, ducks, geese, and turkeys; you never heard such 
a chorus of grunting, cackling, quacking and gobbling in 
your life! 

Kal was sure to be somewhere near the horses. Yes, there 
he was, doing his best to break them, behind the stable. 
Oluf was riding one, trying to get it to obey a bit and snaffle, 
while the animal jibbed, plunged, and endeavored to throw 
him. Kal was driving the other in loose traces, but it only 
danced about and reared and tried to get away. Karen stood 
in the door of the hut screaming, while the two girls shrieked 
with excitement, and Anders lounged with his hands in his 
pockets, thoroughly enjoying the performance. 

“Hullo! Here’s Morten!” cried Kal, and the horse be- 
came more unruly than ever. Steady there! Steady! No 
wonder he could n’t manage, with two of these brutes to 
break in at once. “Put them in again,” he said to the boys. 
“T ’m dead beat.” 

He never told anybody why he so often sat in the stable 
looking at the two high-spirited animals in their box-stalls. 
It put him in mind of his young days. He’d been just as 
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wild as that, once. And he thought of all that he’d had to 
carry and pull for so many weary years. It seemed as if the 
two horses kept looking round at him and saying, “Never 
mind, Kal; we’ll do the pulling and carrying for you for 
the rest of your days.” 

_ It was a painful leave-taking. Karen made coffee for 
‘them, crying quietly all the time. “To think of your leay- 
ing us, Morten! Well, remember us kindly to all the folks 
at home. And you must take a look at Skaret, to see what 
it’s like up there now.” 

Paulina was very pale, with dark rings round her eyes. 
Well, it was rather hard on her that Anton had taken up with 
that Irish girl! 

The three men walked a little way with Morten. “Remem- 
ber us to all our pals,” said the boys, “especially Severin 
Ronningen.” Little Siri came running after him with a 
dollar that she had earned by selling the eggs of her three 
hens; Morten was to give it to lame Anne on the hill, if she 
were alive still. 

But Kal walked on with him after the others had: said 
good-by, and Morten could see that there was something he 
wanted to say. Finally he stopped, and took out a ten-dollar 
note. “This ’ll do to buy a little coffee and sugar for my 
brother’s wife,” he said; “and maybe there ’ll be enough to 
buy Siver a pipe too. It’s not much better up at Skaret 
than it was in my time, I guess.” 

After they had said good-by he turned back again, and 
paced slowly along at Morten’s side. Even now he had not 
said what he wanted to. He screwed up his eyes, and blinked 
at the sun and the prairie. At last he blurted out a ques- 
tion: did Morten think it cost a lot at those training colleges 
for clergy? Morten smiled. It wasn’t exactly cheap, he 
thought. No. But it was that young cuss Oluf. That boy 
had such a head! He could n’t say he’d ever set up for a 
saint, himself, but Providence had given him his fair share 
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of blessings, and it seemed only right that one of the boys 
should be a parson. 

“Yes, you could pay back a little to Providence in that 
way,” said Morten, repressing a smile. Exactly. Some 
folks might say that he ought to go on piling up houses and 
machines and horses, but the wife and he were satisfied with 
things as they were. “Besides, it’s Karen’s idea. I—I 
think it’s altogether too swell for a common man like me to 
be the father of a parson!” Morten smiled. It was the old 
story. Whenever he wanted anything, it was always Karen’s 
fault. 

He never forgot their final parting. For once he saw 
Kal looking utterly forlorn. Morten turned several times to 
watch him as he plodded homeward along the level fields, 
gaunt and crooked from lifting heavy burdens in the old 
country and here, but invincibly tough in body and mind. 
Good-by, Kal. 


TI 


The big emigrant ship was cleaving her way through the 
ocean again, but this time she was carrying the emigrants 
home. 

The first-class and second-class alike were crowded, but 
the passengers there were accustomed to traveling. On the 
third-class were country folks who had been pining for years 
to get home, not only to their native land, but to one par- 
ticular farm, far in among the fiords, high up in the valleys, 
or in more open country with lakes and forests. A huge 
hawser stretched across the deck confined them within a space 
so narrow that there was little room to move around when 
they came out to enjoy the sun and air; but they stood about 
talking, men and women together, with a sprinkling of Danes 
and Swedes among them, and all felt like kinsmen, even if 
they had never set eyes on one another before. 

Here and there might be seen casual laborers sporting town 
clothes, fur collars, and gold watch-chains—weather-beaten 
looking men who had been working in the forests or on farms 
in different parts of the country. And here were peasants 
who had passed through the big cities, merely shaking their 
heads at all they saw there; once their homes had been in a 
country parish in Norway, and now they lived in a Nor- 
wegian country parish in America; and they still wore home- 
spun clothes and broad-brimmed hats, as they did on the 
day they left home. They had gone to America only to earn 
enough money to redeem the family farm, and had toiled 
away there with scarcely any feeling of being in a foreign 
country, because they had always seen the farmsteads at 
home so clearly. They had the same gaily painted emigrant- 
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chests, to-day, that they had brought with them from Nor- 
way. Some of the older couples were accompanied by a boy 
or a girl, born in America, who was being taken home to see 
what the old country was like. 

Such were Morten’s companions on board. He chatted 
with one and another, and some of them were ready to tell 
him their story at once. They had left Norway for such 
and such a reason, had gone to this place or that, and had 
begun by doing so and so. “And where do you hail from?” 
But Morten had little to tell them. He had meant to go 
home rolling in riches, to build a big farm; and now he was 
going—but where were the riches? No, he had nothing to 
tell them about himself. 

At length the day came when they hoped to get the first 
glimpse of the old country. A strange restlessness pervaded 
the whole ship, especially the steerage. Would they soon see 
a haze on the horizon? One or two young fellows climbed 
up into the shrouds, but the boatswain ordered them down. 
Men and women crowded to the side of the ship; children got 
crushed and screamed. The sea was all blue ripples, the sun 
was sinking in golden clouds in the west—a perfect evening! 
The gentlemen on the first-class deck were looking through 
their field-glasses. 

Suddenly a thrill ran through the crowd. “Look! There 
it is! Yes, that’s it! Can’t you see where I’m pointing?” 
“Let me see too, Father!” And fathers lifted up their chil- 
dren. “Look!” 

And now it was no longer a faint haze above the sea, but 
a gray line growing more and more distinct. The swarms 
of gulls, which had been following the ship of late, began 
screaming: ah-oo-ah-oo! Then they met flocks of guillemots 
and ducks riding on the water and uttering noisy cries. 
They seemed to be saying, “Welcome home.” ‘Then the band 
on the upper deck struck up. The fluttering handkerchiefs 
looked like scores of little flags waving to the gray coast which 
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kept rising higher and higher above the sea. But here and 
there a woman pressed her handkerchief to her face. Every 
one stood gazing at the land. They had forgotten their new 
acquaintances on board. Very soon they would step ashore, 
and hasten on to their homes. 

_ But, strange to say, Morten’s thoughts had flown back to 
his friends on the prairie, thousands of miles away. If only 
they could be here now! Just for a little while. Who knew 
—some of them might never see the old country again. 

The big ship steamed in through the skerries in the clear 
moonlit evening. Fishermen’s huts, rocks, a boat with its 
nets out a little distance from the shore, a smell of tar and 
sand—oh, how well he knew it all! 

Three or four days later a neighbor dropped in to see Berit 
Kvidal. “Well, Berit, your grand visitor’ll soon be here 
They tell me Morten ’s been seen in town.” 

‘“Who—who, did you say?” 

“Why, don’t you know about it ?” 

“No, what d’ you mean? Was it Morten you said?” 

“Yes. Hell be here to-morrow,” said her neighbor. 

And to think of the state the place was in, both indoors 
and out! That was a busy day at Kvidal. 

Sitting on board the little fiord steamer, Morten thought 
of the day he left: Helena on the beach, the dog running along 
the rocks and trying to get on board, Mother and the little 
mare driving home. He saw the same rocks and beaches 
gliding past, and the farms that he knew so well by name 
standing on green slopes between the birch-clad hills and the 
fiord. Salmon-nets were out in the water a short distance 
from land, boats drawn up on the shore. Everything just 
the same. 

For eight years he had seen in a golden light the day of 
his return. And now he was coming home. But how dif- 
ferent everything was from what he had planned! He was 
not coming back as a Creesus, and Helena would not stand 
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waiting for him on the beach. But one or two friends 
would be there; perhaps all of them, for they must have heard 
that he was on his way. 

The steamer turned into the bay he knew so well. The 
crofts belonging to Lindegaard clustered around it; many of 
the houses had been painted; how it brightened things up! 
And far in among the well-known hills he could see a green 
slope; and the little houses on it were as gray as ever. It. 
was Kvidal. He bent his head and pulled his hat over his 
eyes. He must n’t let people see how hard it was to breathe. 

Several others besides himself stepped down into the 
agent’s boat. They were country folks with baskets and 
chests, but, strange to say, he knew none of them. No crowd 
was waiting on the beach. The triumphal procession of 
which every emigrant dreams, was a disappointment, now as 
always. “Bless me, if it isn’t Morten!” said Ola the agent, 
who was rowing the heavy boat. “An’ I didn’t know you.” 
A few faces turned toward him. Even if any of them recog- 
nized him, he only lived up at Kvidal. 

A round-shouldered man with a brown mustache and a 
brisk manner was coming down the beach toward him. Could 
that be Peter? “Welcome home,” said the man, holding out 
his hand. 

“How—how ’s Mother?” 

“Oh, she’s alive, all right.” 

And there was the little mare, the same as ever. “Hullo, 
old girl! ... Why, I almost think she remembers me! 
Have they been kind to you, old girl? You’re very thin, 
are n’t you?” 

He had the same chest that he had taken to America. 
And now he was sitting on it, with his brother beside him, 
driving up the valley once more. The farms, at any rate, 
were waving to him, and saying welcome home. His soul 
became merged in the landscape. Here he was. He’d been 
away a longish time, but here he was again. He had a thou- 
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sand things to ask about, but on the way home he could only 
sit gazing, gazing, and hardly uttered a word. 

At length they jumped down at the foot of the slopes up 
to Kvidal. But the little mare was as game as ever; she 
took the steepest hills at a gallop, and the men had to give 
her her head. Rather different from driving oxen over the 
prairie! 

And up there by the gate was a bent, white-haired woman 
coming toward him; was it . . . Had she changed so much as 
this? “How do you do, Mother. . .” 


LET 


It was not a dream. He was really here again, going in 
and out and to and fro, standing still for a moment to look 
at something he remembered, gazing at the distant moun- 
tains, or at the wide fiord with white sails passing up and 
down it; he felt that he wanted to grasp and drink in the 
whole scene at once. The gray house looked no younger, but 
it was still like a mother to all of them, and the byre with 
its green-turfed roof still had the same air of profound wis- 
dom. Out in the world such things as horses, cows, and farm 
implements were necessaries; one reckoned their value in 
terms of money and utility. Here they were friends. Every 
now and then he went round and had a look at the grind- 
stone behind the barn, or enjoyed a little chat with the old 
clock on the wall. 

At times he seemed to see his father—bow-legged, round- 
shouldered, and as fiery as gunpowder, but contented with his 
humble lot. It was his son, the boy Morten, who had pes- 
tered him till at last he got him to attempt the leap up to 
something bigger. What happened? His poor father had 
hanged himself in the barn one day—and whose fault was it? 
Well, well, Morten was going to make amends for that, and 
handsomely too; no doubt he had come back now with a pot 
of money, to turn the old place into a big farm. 

But what was the use of brooding over these gloomy 
thoughts? That neat little room over the kitchen, with 
window-curtains, a chest of drawers, and a bed, was evidently 
meant for him. To lay one’s head on Mother’s pillows 
again, to feel oneself at home, to be lulled to sleep by the roar 
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soundly and well, with a sense of well-being he had not known 
for many years. It was late next morning before he opened 
his eyes, to see his mother standing by the bed with coffee 
and cake on a tray. 

“Slept well?” she asked, looking at him tenderly. 

“No, a bad night!” he smiled, stretching himself luxuri- 
ously. 

She sat on the edge of the bed while he drank his coffee. 
“I’m afraid we haven’t got on much with the farm,” she 
ventured, looking at him a little apprehensively. She knew 
that he had been round the fields, the day before, with Peter. 

What should he say? Certainly her hands gave no evi- 
dence of idleness. But she had never been one to save and 
scrape; like him, she had always lived in the hope that she 
would be better off some day. What matter, then, if she went 
rather too often to the store, and gave half of what she bought 
to a neighbor who was down on her luck? And did she think 
that he had come back now with his pockets full of gold, 
like the hero in a fairy-tale? Did his brothers and sisters 
think the same? How wrinkled her face had become! And 
her hair—how thin and white it was! Her eyes looked so 
large and far-sighted. Mother, Mother, fancy seeing you 
once again ! 

She began to unburden herself of some of her anxieties. 
Peter was so touchy. He answered her so rudely when he 
was angry, and sometimes even threatened to leave her. He 
could n’t have the farm anyhow, he said. Why should he 
stay here, wearing himself out? ‘The same thing year after 
year. And Knut had such a head on him! It really was a 
pity he could n’t afford to become a lawyer or a parson. He. 
didn’t care much about farming. She looked at Morten; 
what did he advise? 

Morten smiled bitterly, but before he could reply his 
mother went on to something else. “Poor girl, she didn’t 
get much out of life,” she sighed, without daring to look at 
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him. He knew whom she meant, and answered by a light 
caress on her cheek. Presently she took the tray and went 
downstairs. 

How was it that he, who had once been so lively and 
talkative, went about so quietly now, hardly saying a word? 
Did he feel he was not the person they had expected? This 
visit home was going to be a disappointment to both them 
and himself. And why did his head feel so queer when he 
looked at the mountains, or at the valley, or the fiord? This 
landscape was so unrestful—shooting up and plunging down. 
It made him so dizzy that he wanted to hold on to something. 
Was it because he was so used to the prairie now? 

The midsummer nights were as light as day; they tempted 
him to get out of bed a little after midnight and go for long 
rambles in the woods and fields. How gorgeously the western 
sky dressed itself in scarlet and gold on such nights as these! 
The dew fell in showers about his feet; and the foliage 
brushed his hands and made them wet. Was that a thrush 
singing already? ‘The Kvidal waterfall was weaving all this 
into its endless chant. “Home,” it sang. “Welcome,” it 
sang. . . . Standing high up on the mountainside, he would 
watch the sunrise; the farmsteads were still asleep, and the 
snow-capped mountains in the west were mirrored in the 
shining fiord. Herring-boats came rowing home over the 
mirror, after the night’s fishing. Presently a breeze from the 
ocean sprang up, wafting inland the fresh smell of the sea, 

Morten stood drinking it in. At last, at last he had all 
that he had longed and pined for in a strange land! Every 
day the landscape and its memories seemed to be getting him 
more and more into its power, drawing him closer and closer 
to itself. How he wished he could write a song about all 
this, or play it on a fiddle! 

His younger sister, Mette, was thirteen now, and a regu- 
lar tease. If he stood still for a moment in the farm-yard, 
looking about him, he was sure to hear some one laughing, 
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and her rosy face and tousled yellow hair would peep round 
the corner. “Are you laughing at me?” “Yes.” “What 
is there to laugh at?” “You’re so funny.” “You dare!” 
he put on a fierce look and ran after her. Mette screamed 
and took to her heels, and he chased her all round the 
meadow. 

' On Saturday evening his sister Randi came home. She 
was in service at a farm, but had heard of his return. Randi 
was a grown woman now, tall and florid, with light brown, 
curly hair. 

“Lord!” she exclaimed, stopping in the doorway and star- 
ing at him. “You with a beard, Morten! Did you buy it 
in America?” 

He took her by the shoulders and gave her a little shake. 
“Don’t be disrespectful to an old man!” he said. “But 
how ’s this? You have n’t got a ring on your finger.” 

“No. That’s out of fashion now.” 

“Aha! then you have got a sweetheart ?” 

“One! D’ you think I’d be contented with one?” 

“Well, well! Then perhaps you don’t want this little thing 
which I found under a bit of turf in America?’ And he held 
out a little gold ring with a red stone in it. 

“Oh, my!” She stared at it, turning it over and over in 
her fingers. 

The others crowded round her and stared too. Yes, the 
jewel was a real one, right enough. Then they showed her 
what they had got: Mette a dress-length of blue-checked 
calico, and her mother a shawl with red flowers on it, which 
she hardly dared even to smooth with her hand; Peter a tie- 
pin and Knut a watch—an American one too; if you put it 
to your ear, you could hear it ticking away like blazes. “You 
should n’t have spent all that money on us,” said Berit, look- 
ing concerned. Morten flung out his arm: “Oh, we Amer- 
icans always have plenty of money.” 

By and by the young folks suggested having a romp out- 
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side. Morten gazed at his brothers and sisters; they had been 
mere children when he left, and now they were so big that 
he hardly knew them. “Tag!” cried Mette, giving him a 
dig in the ribs to wake him up. He tried to catch her, and 
she dashed off, squealing with delight. Could this be the 
chairman of the parish council? In a minute they were all 
tearing round the houses, shouting, screaming, and laugh- 
ing. They were children once more. Berit came out to look 
on. It ended in a wrestling-bout between Morten and Peter; 
and the younger brother actually won. 

Supper. They were all there this evening except Simen. 
They talked about him a little; no doubt he’d be busy har- 
vesting wheat now. The evening sun stenciled the west 
window on the floor, and shed a golden light on their faces. 
Morten sat studying his red-headed brother Knut. The -boy 
was virtually grown up now, but lanky and awkward. His 
pale-blue eyes looked very innocent, in spite of the artful 
schemes he was always concocting. At present he was telling 
a story about a bear up on the slopes, and of course he had 
been there and seen it. His mother was quite alarmed. 
“But you never said a word about this before!” 

“Oh, Knut has so many strange adventures, that he has n’t 
time to tell us half of them,” said Randi, slyly, and the others 
roared with laughter. All right, if they would n’t believe 
him . 

As they were getting ready for church on Sunday morn- 
ing Peter said, “I suppose youll drive, Morten?” But the 
American answered that he’d been having a chat with the 
little mare, and she thought she’d rather stay at home and 
rest to-day. 

“Yes, but Mother wants to drive with you.” 

“Oh; that alters the case. I7ll go and ask again.” 

And now he could hear the familiar church bells ringing 
down in the valley. 

It was a still, hot summer’s day. Haymaking had begun, 
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and the hay was hanging to dry on long rows of hurdles. 
The roads were crowded with people on foot and driving. 
The little mare trotted along briskly in front of the cart, in 
which Morten was seated with his mother beside him—wear- 
ing her new shawl. They drove past Peter, Knut, and Mette, 
who waved their hands and laughed. One or two men took 
off their hats to the American; things would soon be looking 
up at Kvidal; he was rolling in riches, they had heard. 

For some time Morten sat silently looking in front of him; 
then he asked, “Whereabouts is she laid in the churchyard?” 

His mother answered in a low voice, “On the north side, 
close to the old man’s grave.” Presently she looked at him 
and said: “They’ve just put up a granite gravestone. 
You ‘ll have a look at it, won’t you?” 

“Perhaps,” he said slowly. “But I’m not sure I can bear 
it to-day.” 

And now he was standing outside the church, acting the 
part of the returned American—the cynosure of every eye, 
with a crowd around him. Once it had been Erik Foss; to: 
day it was Morten. School friends came up and shook hands 
with him. “How do you do? Fancy seeing you again!” 
And of course he had to answer no end of questions about 
the others, who had gone out to America with him. Well, 
poor old Erik had n’t lived long. No; they’d heard that; 
but what about the rest? Oh, they were getting on all right. 
Morten was in his element; he was behaving just like all the 
other Americans who caiwe home, saying little and keeping 
people rather at a distance. 

“And what about Kal Skaret? They say he’s got a mighty 
big farm now.” Morten nodded; yes, Kal owned a lot of 
land. “And the houses?” some one asked. Was it really 
true that they were only sod huts? Morten answered that 
they were the usual houses that settlers built at first; and Kal 
seemed to get along all right with them. How many cows 
and horses had he now? Morten could n’t say he’d counted 
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them, but there were a good many, and there ’d be more he- 
fore long. And what about Ola Vatne? Was he doing well 
too? How did he get on with a colonel’s daughter for his 
wife? Morten replied that Ola and Else were getting on 
well; they seemed to suit each other, and Ola was a hard- 
working man. Finally they asked about Per Foll. Well— 
Morten hesitated, but ended by saying that Per had been 
poorly of late, though they hoped he’d get better. Other- 
wise they hit it off well, he and Anne. 

But what did Morten think about emigration? Would he 
advise the young folks to go or not? Morten smiled; he 
would neither encourage nor discourage them. There were 
ups and downs in America, as elsewhere. They stared at 
him. Evidently they would n’t be much the wiser for talk- 
ing to him! If they wanted to hear gossip about his pals 
out there, they must go to some one else. 

Here was rich old Ramsdéy coming to church—a sturdy 
farmer with a black beard, a collar, and gold rings in his 
ears. He actually shook hands with Morten to-day, although 
he only lived at Kvidal. Welcome home, he said; and what 
news could he give of his daughter Anne? The old man did 
not seem to care much about his daughter’s husband; he did 
not even ask after Per. Presently a young woman came up 
to Morten. Who should it be but Anne’s sister Bergitta? 
Fancy her being so young and pretty still! 

And then Morten was invited to Ramsoy, so that the old 
man might have a regular good talk with him. Bergitta 
added that he must be sure to come; when might they expect 
him? As she stood there in her gray dust-coat, with a black 
kerchief on her head, she was not quite a young lady, and 
yet she was a little more than a peasant girl all the same. 
Her delicate features and rosy complexion looked as young 
as ever. But why had n’t she married? 

How strange it felt to enter the old church, where he had 
been christened and confirmed, and had sung in the choir 
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Sunday after Sunday! His mother and sisters were sitting 
on the women’s side. Peter and Knut were near him. Dur- 
ing the singing old memories crowded in upon him, and he 
felt a lump rise in his throat. His mother looked up from 
her hymn-book and smiled across at him. 

It was not till a fortnight later, after he had helped with 
the haymaking, that he summoned up courage to visit the 
churchyard. It was Saturday evening, still and cloudy; now 
that the meadows had been cut, the corn-fields looked all the 
taller, and a wonderful peace enveloped the mountains and 
the fiord. Entering the quiet churchyard, he made his way 
to the grave, with its new polished granite gravestone, and 
read the gilt-lettered inscription: ‘Here lieth Helena Lars- 
datter Linderud, daughter of Lars Noreng.” The dates of 
her birth and death were given below; she had only lived to 
be twenty-five. 

He sat down with his chin on his hands. How often 
had they met on the hill opposite! He seemed to hear her 
voice, to see her face, to feel her arms around his neck. She 
died belonging to another man, and yet she seemed to be his 
own again now. Ah, well! It had to be so. 

Later in the evening he came out through the iron gate 
and walked slowly homeward. There was no more to be said 
It had to be so. 
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It was a strange time. He felt that he could not go on 
forever living like a chicken under his mother’s wing; in the 
long run he would have to do something, and what then? 
Had he come home for good, or had he not? Should he be- 
gin to look into things as if he were taking over the man- 
agement of the place, or should he not? Sometimes his 
mother would mention the big farm, with the main building 
here, and the outhouse and its two wings there. Such a thing 
as doubt never entered her head for a moment. When she 
looked at him, her eyes were full of the old visions. How 
could he have the heart to disillusion her so soon? 

One day she said that if Knut was going to be a parson, 
she supposed he’d better begin studying in town; and she 
fixed her eyes trustfully on Morten’s face. Should he laugh 
or cry? One evening Mette took him by the hand and led 
him up the field, while she confided to him that she wanted 
to go to a training college for teachers. The money? She 
looked at him as if he had been a savings-bank! It made 
him feel inclined to ask, “Have you gone mad—all the lot 
of you?” 

When the hay had been gathered he took his brothers to 
the slopes on the other side of the river to begin breaking 
up new land. This was a great day. He had looked for- 
ward to it for many a year; and now he had come back from 
America at last, and the wonderful work was beginning. 
Well, it certainly took it out of your arms and back. Stumps 
and stones, pickax and spade—work away! This was not the 
fine soil of the prairie, where you could put in your plow 
and go straight ahead. But had n’t he said that Kvidal was 


going to be a big farm? Work away, Morten! 
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This was the earth with which his forefathers had wrestled 
of an evening after doing a full day’s work on the land- 
owner’s farm. The ground they cleared had been fertilized 
with sweat. Those were men who had never been to the 
county school, or to America, but they did their bit, all the 
same. Now was the time for the young fellows who had 
been to school to show that they could do still better. A big 
farm, Morten—don’t forget that. Have n’t you been eight 
years in America collecting the money to conjure up a big 
farm at Kvidal? 

His brothers looked at him, and then at each other. They 
had tried this before; how soon would Morten get tired of 
it? Presently, when he straightened his back for a rest, he 
began to make a calculation. Suppose he settled down here 
for good, where did he stand? 

The money that he had brought with him might suffice to 
patch up the houses and make them good enough for a small 
farmer. He could sell his farm in America for, say, a thou- 
sand dollars. But how far would that go? He would have 
to hire a lot of labor and pay a lot in wages if he wanted to 
clear an acre and a half of this sort of land in a year. That 
would mean some thirty acres in twenty years’ time, and even. 
then Kvidal would n’t be a big farm. By then he would be 
an old man. And during all those twenty years he would 
only be a small farmer, looked down upon by the rich and 
mighty! It would be “only Kvidal” all those years. Well, 
well! he could throw the old dreams overboard. He could 
bend his back and be humble. But would he? Was he old 
and toothless enough to be humble? 

Meanwhile the other half of his mind was away in the 
prairie. He had been a leader there, but here he was noth- 
ing. Out there he owned three hundred and twenty acres of 
splendid earth to-day, and could own as much again to- 
morrow. The railway, the town, all the visions and ideas 
that the vast plain called up in his brain when he was there— 
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had he forgotten these? In a few years’ time he might be 
a great man, a leader, out there. 

What in Heaven’s name had made him come home just 
as things were getting lively? A horn might sound on the 
mountains; a Neckan might sit playing in Kvidal waterfall, 
but was that any reason why a man should throw down 
whatever he had in his hands, and run toward it? Yet that 
was what he had done. Why? Was it homesickness? And 
Mother? And Kvidal? Yes, that was why he had done it. 
He gazed ahead of him and sighed. Then he seized the 
pickax and set to work again. If he went on like this for 
a hundred years he might succeed in breaking up as much 
new land as he could plow in three or four days on the prairie. 

Before long he had to rest again, and stood looking about 
him in the warm autumn sunshine. There was such a de- 
licious smell here, from the alders, and from the old roots 
that he had torn up. Far away on the hillside was a group 
of birch-trees which looked like a golden rosette against the 
green of the surrounding pines. And white sails on the 
fiord. ... Home, home! This landscape was weaving a 
spell about him, but . . . but was he going to sacrifice his 
life for it? Or should he tear himself away and escape? 
His country was very dear to him, but what about all that he 
had on the other side? Did that count for nothing? 

His neighbors on the prairie were leaving him far behind. 
They would be kings in a small way, one of these days. And 
he himself was wasting his time, slaving away here when he 
ought to be carrying on Erik’s work out there. 

How difficult it was to go home to Mother! If he meant 
to settle down here for good, he would have to shatter all her 
dreams. He would have to confess that he was no Croesus. 
That he could n’t work miracles. What would his brothers 
and sisters say? They would jeer. So that was the end of 
it! After he had posed as a sort of Providence, too! 

He asked Peter one day what he meant to do when he set 
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up for himself. Peter answered by asking for money. 
Would Morten help him to start a local store? 

Morten stared. “Why, aren’t there more than enough 
stores here already?” 

“Yes; but that’s what I’d like best.” 

_ “I see. But why not be a carriage-builder instead, when 
you re such a good hand at that sort of thing? Start a 
workshop.” 

“All right, if you ll find me enough capital to start on a 
decent scale.” 

“Can’t you begin in a small way?” Why, Morten could 
even tell him of large towns in America which had grown up 
out of a single blacksmith’s shop! 

But Peter only laughed. “What about yourself? Why 
did n’t you do it?” 

What could he answer? He thought of all the lads who 
had set to work to clear a bit of rough ground for their home. 
They knew that they had a lifetime of poverty before them, 
and yet they had had the pluck to go on. That was how the 
country had been cultivated. But nowadays the lads had 
been to a high school, and times had changed. 

Later on in the autumn he went with his brothers to the 
young people’s club, presided over by the head-master of the 
county school. The members were just as radical and un- 
compromising now as in the days when Morten and Per Foll 
had been the shining lights. But all of them were burning 
to hear about America, and seemed ready to start off to- 
morrow. They debated hotly about the. newest ideas, and 
passed resolutions recording their views on the largest ques- 
tions. They even sent an address to the Government and 
parliament, declaring that the young people in Norway 
wanted things done in such and such a way. They had be- 
come so wide awake and patriotic of late! But they were 
ready to embark for America the very next day. 

Morten scratched his chin; he did not know what to make 
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of all this. And on his walks about the parish it surprised 
him to see that everything was at a standstill. A road de- 
cided on ten years before, was still only a plan, something to 
be discussed. “Wait till J get a chance,” he said to himself. 

Among those who came to the club was Bergitta Ramsdy ; 
and every time she entered, Morten felt that he had been 
waiting for her. When they sang, he could hear her voice 
above the others. She had been a close friend of Helena 
Noreng’s; but was that the only reason? Sitting there 
among the other girls, she looked so young still, and he re- 
membered that, after all, she could not be more than twenty- 
five. Her refined face beneath its fair hair had become very 
thoughtful, and those large gray eyes, once so gay, had more 
depth now. Often she looked down, as if trying to recollect 
something. And every now and then she would look across 
at him and smile. 

He thought of Kvidal. “Ah, if only I had you out on the 
prairie!” he said to himself. How was it, though, that she 
had n’t married? One day he learned the reason. She had 
been engaged for several years to a telegrapher. He had died. 
After that she had become religious, and used to go and weep 
at prayer-meetings. She seemed to have got over it now. 
What a beautiful girl she was! Fancy having her out there 
on the prairie! 

As they went home one evening from the club, she began 
to question him earnestly about America. Her brother was 
taking over the farm; very soon she would feel like a lodger 
in her own home; she felt she must do something, and was 
wondering whether she should go out and join her sister. 
What did Morten think? <A pang shot through him. “If 
you advise her to go, you’ll have to go too,” he thought. 
Presently she looked up at him with a little giggle. “What’s 
the joke?” he inquired. “Isn’t it rather funny to live at 
Kvidal when you ’ve a big estate out on the prairie?” “You 
should see how small the houses are.” “They may get 
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bigger.” “So may Kvidal.” He said it to defend his home 
and his mother. 

But she would not discuss that. She looked away for a 
moment. Then she told him that her sister had written 
about his long journey on skis to fetch a doctor to Erik Foss. 
What, had Anne written about that? Yes; and Bergitta 
thought it much finer than winning any skiing-race. He 
could feel the warmth in her eyes. And he thought of 
Helena. She, too, had wanted him to be a hero, but not at 
Kvidal. 

They went for a long walk that day, and talked of old 
times. They called to mind a spring evening when the two 
sisters had come rowing over the lake with their accordion, 
and bonfires were blazing on the hills around. Long ago. 
Long ago. 

During the next few days Morten. went about humming 
absent-mindedly, in an unusually irritable mood. It seemed 
to him that he had so many minds; and that was anything 
but pleasant. At one moment he would be thinking of all 
the clever things he meant to do in the parish—the old 
dreams of his younger days. A moment later he would be 
out on his big farm on the prairie, and one of the leading men 
in that great, free land. 

Shortly before Christmas he had rather a shock: he was 
appointed a poor-law guardian. He must take care; he was 
beginning to rise. 

But at the very first meeting of the guardians he disagreed 
with the chairman, a schoolmaster. Morten thought that they 
were spending too much money. Relief for this man and 
that man, this woman and that woman. .. . Why could n’t 
they earn their own livelihood? That schoolmaster stuck his 
pen behind his ear and observed that in this country they had 
outgrown the idea that the poor ought to suffer. Morten 
asked whether the poor were not supposed to work either. 

But he was outvoted. He went home swearing under his 
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breath; they d all be paupers in this country sooner or later. 
On the other hand, he could see the prairie, lying there in 
the spring breeze, and calling for young men and women 
who were willing to work and trust to the strength of their 
own hands. Choose, Morten, choose. 

After Christmas he received a letter from Simen which 
filled him with excitement. North Dakota had been admitted 
to the Union; the road to Nidaros Settlement had been be- 
gun; great plans for a railway were in the air. Ah, they 
were beginning with a vengeance now! He lay awake all 
that *night. In reality he had made up his mind already. 
He would go back. He must. But he shrank from admit- 
ting to himself that it would be for good this time. No! Heé 
clenched his fists and swore that he would come home again. 
Think of all the improvements that he meant to carry through 
in the parish! 

As he sped across the hills on skis and looked at the 
fairy-land of white woods, he felt that his soul was spellbound 
here forever. Even if he journeyed to the end of the world, 
he would always yearn and long for this. The hills, the 
fiord, the blue mountains lay there chanting night and day: 
“You are we. We are you. Wherever else you go, you will 
always be an alien.” But another wave had caught him and 
was carrying him farther and farther away: the more he 
loved all this that was his own, the more he longed to leave it. 

His two brothers were away fishing. He told his mother 
that he had to go back and sell his farm; if he wanted to 
get a decent price for it, he must see to the matter himself. 
Very well. His mother looked at him with large questioning 
eyes. No one, not even his own mother, had really been 
admitted to his confidence since he came back. And now he 
was going away. ... 

Before long he was standing on the deck of the fiord- 
steamer again, looking at his mother and the little mare on 
the shore. He watched the well-known landscape vanishing, 
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hill by hill. But he could still see the little gray houses on 
the slopes of Kvidal. Good-by, Morten; when shall we see 
you again? He clenched his teeth. This was the second 
time that he had lost his hold on his own native place. 
Bergitta had left for town the day before. He felt rather 
ashamed of not having told his mother how matters stood be- 
tween them; but she might have asked why they could not 
have the wedding at Kvidal before they left. 

He could not see anything now .. . and his mother and 
the little mare would be half-way home. ... When would 
he come back again? 


V 


Neither Morten nor Erik Foss had foreseen the manner 
in which the town of Nidaros was ultimately to develop. 

Peter Skaarness was harrowing his land one day in late 
spring, when he suddenly pulled up his horses and began 
to stare. The new road went close by, and whom should he 
see passing along it but Morten. He was driving a pair of 
horses in a high-wheeled cart, and had two more horses follow- 
ing behind. A young woman was seated beside him. Peter 
Skaarness stared at them and swore. “Hell! There’ll be 
no more peace here now!” 

When the local officials had been elected that winter, Skaar- 
ness had been appointed a justice of the peace. And why 
not? Was he not the storekeeper and money-lender? What 
could be more natural than for folks to vote for him? It 
was true that the law had put a limit to the rate of interest, 
and unfortunately it must not exceed twelve per cent; but he 
knew a way out of that. Any one who came and asked for a 
loan had first to buy an old plow or harrow at a price far 
exceeding its value; or cart a few loads of wheat to town; 
after that he could talk about a loan. 

Had n’t he a right to see that he wasn’t ruined? Never 
mind why so many had voted for him; the fact remained that 
he was a justice of the peace now. He could marry people, 
and settle disputes; and if he had a grudge against any fel- 
low, he could lock him up in the potato-cellar that he used 
as a jail. So powerful had Skaarness become, although the 
parson was always raging against him. The parson? He 
didn’t care a damn about that. But Morten was more 
dangerous. 


On arriving at Morten’s house, the two travelers got out. 
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Bergitta was sunburnt after the long drive over the plain, 
and had on a long gray mackintosh and a black head-kerchief. 
She stood looking about her with large, wondering eyes. 
Why, there was the sod hut where Morten had lived for years ; 
she must go and have a look at that. What an awful hole! 
She looked at the small frame houses, the stacks, the black 
stretches of plowed land, and ended by bursting out laugh- 
ing. She would never have gone to live at Kvidal with him, 
but here, so far away from everywhere, with these endless 
corn-fields and the houses that looked like match-boxes, it 
was quite another matter; this was an adventure. To think 
that it was really herself standing here! It seemed so in- 
credible, who could help laughing? 

They had been married in a Norwegian church in New 
York. The journey over the plains had been wonderfully 
interesting to Morten, for great changes had taken place 
in one short year. There was this new road; and lodging- 
houses had sprung up at intervals of a few miles along it, 
so that travelers no longer had to sleep under their wagons. 
He saw new settlers everywhere; in time there would be a 
continuous chain of settlements all the way from Northville 
to Nidaros. 

Simen came out of the stable, stopped short, and opened 
his eyes in astonishment. “What! Have you been buying 
horses, Morten ?” 

“Horses! Never mind them! Look at my wife!” 

“Wife!” Simen stood rooted to the spot, with a bucket in 
his hand, gaping. 

“How do you,” said Bergitta, stepping forward with a 
laugh. 

As soon as she entered the little house she began laughing 
again. She stood in the middle of the floor, looking about 
her. “Goodness, what a mess! It needs a woman here!” 
Then she went and looked at the kitchen and the bedroom; 
and they were worse still. 
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Morten intended to spend the next day visiting the old 
settlers and showing off his bride; and this time he was 
going to drive. Luckily no one could see that the horses 
had been bought on credit. He meant to work on different 
lines now, even if he had to borrow money from Skaarness 
himself. 

It was a true spring day, with sunshine and showers; the 
air smelled of damp earth and vegetation, and a huge rain- 
bow quivered above the distant plain. 

They could not help laughing at the sensation they created. 
Anne was standing outside the house washing, with her sleeves 
turned up. Suddenly she had to hold on as if she were 
fainting. “Bergitta!’ The two sisters threw their arms 
round each other’s necks and cried a little; but Bergitta had 
not much time to look at the three children, let alone answer 
questions about everything at home. Morten wanted to drive 
on; they could have a good talk another time. 

Isak, the elder boy, who had black hair and brown eyes, 
had run off already to tell the neighbors. 

Karen and Kal were delighted when Morten produced a 
small box and said it contained the old clock from Skaret. 
“Yes, you must hang it on the wall. Good-by. You shall 
hear the news from home another time. Good-by.” 

‘ Morten saw three yoke of oxen on Kal’s farm, and five 
horses grazing. The dickens! They were leaving him be- 
hind. But wait a bit! 

Bergitta had to put up her umbrella. There was no road, 
and they had to worm their way in and out among the fields. 
What a sensation the horses created! Presently they arrived 
at a little frame house with curtained windows. Who lived 
here? “Ola Vatne and the colonel’s daughter,’ answered 
Morten. “Those two? You don’t say! What a cozy little 
house !” 

Else, the young lady from Dyrendal, sat sewing indoors ; 
a little gray and hollow-cheeked, and with three children 
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around her. Ola was writing at a table; he was an official 
at last, a member of the township board. “It’s quite time 
I began,” said Morten to himself; “they ’re all leaving me 
behind.” 

They had no time to stop and have coffee. Morten could 
feel that Ola was standing there staring at his horses. Well, 
let him. He had only oxen still, and this would vex him; 
see if it did n’t! 

It was something of a shock to find Mother’s Darling mar- 
ried and with a son and heir already. His Irish wife was a 
big, red-haired woman with a freckled, nutcracker face. They 
conversed chiefly with signs, for Anton was not much at 
English, and she had not picked up a great deal of Norwegian 
yet. 

“What is his name?” asked Bergitta, pointing at the baby 
in the cradle. 

“Peter,” answered Anton. 

“No, no! ‘Patrick!’ cried the mother, with a furious 
glance at her husband. 

As a matter of fact, the baby had not been christened yet, 
Anton explained; his wife wanted him to be a Catholic, but 
Anton didn’t, and neither of them would give in. 

“What do you think about it?” asked the Irishwoman, 
looking at Morten. 

“Say it in Norwegian!” said Anton, who wanted her to 
speak his language at home. 

“Good-by,” said Morten, hurriedly. “See you again soon. 
Good-by, good-by.” 

Bergitta indulged in another good laugh as they drove on. 
“T can see that those two fight day and night,” she said. 
“What a comical couple! We must ask them in soon, just 
for the fun of it.” 

Next they called on Jo the schoolmaster. They found 
him breakfasting in the kitchen of his new frame house, 
unshaved, with milk and bread crumbs on his grizzled 
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mustache. The place was in a fearful mess. He jumped 
up, wiped his mouth, welcomed them perfunctorily, and im- 
diately began holding forth about himself. “Youll have to 
mind your P’s and Q’s now!” he said. “I’m one of the chief 
authorities here.” 

“Indeed! President of the limited States?” 

“No; chairman of the township board.” 

“T take off my hat,” said Morten. 

Jo began pacing up and down the room, pouring out his 
woes. It appeared that all schools were under the super- 
vision of the county council, which insisted that all the teach- 
ing should be done in English. “In English! Did you 
ever hear of such a thing? As if I’d do it!” 

“But can you refuse?” 

“T can close the school.” 

“That would be a pity.” 

“Oh, well! JI was born under an unlucky star. Whatever 
I try, is sure to go to the devil. It always does.” He stared 
out at the window and nodded emphatically. 

But Morten had shown off his wife here too, and now he 
wanted to be getting on. “Good-by. No; no coffee, thanks.” 

Just as they were going to drive away, the schoolmaster 
came running out of the house. “I say! I forgot to tell 
you: we ’ve got a justice of the peace now.” 

He walked along beside them, talking excitedly Think of 
it! Skaarness had actually been marrying people! There 
were folks who owed him so much that they didn’t dare to 
be married by any one else. It was said that his words of ad- 
vice to the bridal pair—well, Mark Twain wasn’t in it! And 
the way he decided cases— Listen to this, for instance: 
the other day two lawyers from Northville had come to him 
with a boundary dispute. Skaarness was plowing. “Whoa!” 
said he to his team; but he wouldn’t leave the plow. 
“Fire away, I7ll listen to you here.” The two lawyers had 
no choice, so they set to work to plead, and quote the law, 
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and show him maps. Skaarness.looked at his horses and 
yawned. 

Presently a thought struck one of the lawyers. “By the 
by,” he said, taking out a ten-dollar note, “you remember I 
borrowed this last time we met.” .Skaarness took the note 
and put it in his pocket. Then the other lawyer remembered 
that he had once borrowed twenty dollars; he handed them 
over, and Skaarness pocketed them. This reminded the first 
lawyer that of course it was thirty dollars, not ten, that he 
had borrowed; and so it went on till one of them had no 
more money left. All he could do when the other pulled 
out a note again was to go-on quoting law. But Skaarness 
cut him short. “Stop jawing! The other fellow ’s right,” 
he said, pointing at the lawyer who had paid last. “Gee-up!” 
And with that the justice of the peace went on with his 
plowing. 

Jo slapped his thigh and guffawed, and the other two 
roared with laughter. 

Presently Morten asked, “Don’t you want to hear about 
your father and mother?” ‘The smile faded from Jo’s face. 
“Yes. Are they still alive?” Bergitta started; he might 
have been asking about somebody he had never seen. “No,” 
said Morten, “they ’re gone, both of them.” Jo was silent for 
a moment or two; then, twirling his mustache: “Oh, well, 
they were old—and worn out.” And he turned on his heel. 
Bergitta and Morten looked at each other and drove on. 

On the following day the clergyman invited Morten and 
his wife to supper. “What! Are we going to them?” said 
Bergitta, much impressed. 

“Yes, he’s often asked after you,’ said Simen to his 
brother. “There ’s something important he wants to see you 
about.” Morten had been on very good terms with Oppe- 
gaard before he went home to Norway; it would be nice to 
have a chat with him again. 

Evidently their parson had money. He had built himself 
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a fine, white-painted house opposite the church; and he kept 
forgetting to collect the bushels of wheat that the farmers 
owed him as his salary. 

They entered a comfortable room with rugs on the floor, 
flowers in the window, and pictures on the walls. The lady 
of the house was standing there to receive them, tall and 
stately, her handsome face framed in dark hair. She was 
ever so much more friendly nowadays than she had been in 
Erik Foss’s hut on the evening of her arrival. “Welcome,” 
she said, shaking hands with them; and she even patted 
Bergitta’s cheek. And there was the parson himself, fair 
and young-looking, with his light-blue eyes and oval face. 
“Well, here you are at last—the man we’ve all been waiting 
for! And so you’ve brought a lady back with you!” It 
gave Bergitta a shock; fancy a fine gentleman like that call- 
ing her a lady! 

Presently he said to her: “You’re looking at the pictures, 
I see. I suppose you wonder why there are such a lot of 
portraits of clergymen? Ill tell you the reason. The clergy 
in America have helped to make the history of the country. 
The emigrants came out here led by clergymen. They 
spread over the country, again led by clergymen. Who 
founded most of the settlements in the forests of the East 
and out here in the prairie? Who founded the towns and 
built the hospitals, schools, and universities? The clergy. 
They always led the way. Besides preaching the Gospel, 
building churches, and linking up the scattered settlers in 
organized parishes, they were men of the world and pio- 
neers. . . . Now we must have something to eat, and after 
that I want to talk business with Morten.” 

Supper over, the two men retired to the little study, and 
as soon as they had lighted their pipes the clergyman began: 
“I suppose you ’ve heard that there ’s a township board here 
now. But what I’ve looked for in vain, though most of the 
farmers are hard-working, honest fellows, is a leader.” 


288 The Emigrants 


Morten compressed his lips and forgot to smoke. 

“The first thing we ’ve got to do is to stop all this borrow- 
ing from Peter Skaarness. We must have a bank.” 

Morten nodded. He had come to the same conclusion. 

“What we need is working capital. People must be able 
to get a loan on reasonable terms. But the outside world 
‘has n’t noticed us yet, in spite of the enormous possibilities 
here. The railway is sure to come soon; but we must have a 
bank at once. Will you help me? The farmers trust you. 
And I know that others can safely trust you, too. You are 
just the man we want. I think I told you that my brother 
is the head of one of the biggest banks in Minneapolis; will 
you come with me and talk it over with him?” 

Morten hesitated; what was he letting himself in for? 
The clergyman went on: 

“The rumors about the extension of the railway are bring- 
ing land-speculators here already. But the railway company 
won’t be put upon. They ’ll build their lines where they 
want to have them. And now they require—this is between 
ourselves, of course—a confidential agent for this district. 
That’s all I can tell you at present.” 

It scemed too good to be true. Morten sat still, a fixed 
smile on his lips. At length he ventured: “When the rail- 
way comes, I suppose a proper town’ll be built here. Is any- 
body thinking of doing it?” 

“Doing what? Building a town, do you mean?” 

KViege 

Oppegaard laughed. “No, my friend; those days have 
gone by. The town-makers belong to the past. Nowadays 
it’s the railway people; they are all-powerful in such matters. 
I’ve seen little towns in the Hast which have had to move 
their houses to the place where the railway wanted them. 
But we can talk over all that with my brother. He has 
something to do with the company which is planning to bring 
a line out here. When shall we go?” 
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That night Morten dreamed strange dreams. He had got 
wings at last; he could rise into the air and fly... fly... 
at last! 

When the morning of their departure arrived Morten told 
Bergitta that she had better go and sleep with Anne while 
he was away. She narrowed her eyes a little and smiled. 
All right, she supposed she must. 

Skaarness was working on his land when the clergyman 
and Morten drove past, with their trunks tied on at the back 
of the wagon. What did this mean? He felt instinctively 
that they were plotting something against himself. 

Before long a number of surprising things began to hap- 
pen. Morten Kvidal bought two quarters of land from a 
Dutch settler who was leaving. They were not even close 
to the road, and nowhere near where the railway was expected 
to go. Where had he got the money from? By and by a 
number of big cart-loads of bricks arrived on the scene, and 
a gang of workmen who lived in tents started building a 
house. Instead of taking years, it was finished in a few 
weeks—three stories high, with big windows and gables. It 
bulked strangely large among the little houses of the settle- 
ment. Rumor said that this was going to be a bank, 
where folks who had their title-deeds in order would be able 
to borrow money at a reasonable rate of interest. The bank- 
manager was going to live in a flat over the bank, with a doc- 
tor above him, and a midwife in the attic. This was 
something like! And Morten was going to act as surveyor 
for the bank when the farmers applied for loans. 

Had the world discovered the settlement at last? Before 
Christmas a second building had been run up, next door to 
the bank; and here there was a real shop, just like those in 
the big towns, with large plate-glass windows displaying all 
sorts of tempting things such as furs, silk dresses, accordions, 
and violins; while behind the counter was everything you 
could think of, from coffee and calico to harness and kitchen 
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utensils. When all the lamps were lit, the place looked a 
perfect Paradise; it was worth a long walk across the prairie 
merely to stand outside and stare. 

Did it end here? No; before the winter was over there 
were rumors of a post-office. Impossible! But true, just the 
same; and one fine day there the post-office stood. How 
“much nearer the old country seemed, now that you could 
post and get your letters close by! 

A man came riding along the road on a bicycle; he got off, 
and had a look round. He had come from an engineering 
company in Chicago. Yes, they must have a branch here; the 
district around would be wealthy one of these days. A blue- 
spectacled man drove up in a buggy drawn by a pair of 
steaming horses. He represented a timber-merchant in the 
East. A branch here? Of course; the farmers would all 
want building materials before long, and whoever wanted to 
live in the center of the town would have to build. 

Morten Kvidal was selling sites, and there were so many 
houses already that others were sure to follow. It went with- 
out saying that the chemist’s shop would have to be in the 
center, and of course the hotel had to be situated where people 
forgathered. The wheel-tracks would soon converge from 
every part of the prairie. The baker and the blacksmith 
would be here; and the watchmaker, too. They would all 
have to build. And every time Morten sold a site he took 
out a map and studied it, to find a place for the next-house. 
People could n’t pick and choose: he seemed to be following 
a sort of plan. Every one was talking about it; he must be 
making a pile of money, selling all these building sites! Or 
was he only acting for rich folks in the big cities? 

The money from the bank was putting new life into the 
settlement now, and the place was changing by leaps and 
bounds. The summer after the bank was opened, a herd of 
five hundred horses arrived from a ranch far away in the 
prairie. Their owner was mounted on a prancing white steed 
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and he wore leather trousers and spurs, a big hat cocked 
over one ear, a red scarf, and pistols in his belt. His face 
was tanned by sun and wind and rain. The ground rang 
with the sound of hoofs, and countless manes waved in the 
breeze, as the spirited animals plunged, neighed, and careered 
about, amid shouts and the cracking of whips, while his 
mounted assistants galloped to and fro, keeping the herd 
together. The new-comer camped to the west of Ola Vatne’s 
land. What did he want? To sell horses, of course; he had 
heard that folks had money to spend here; and he had a 
thousand more animals on his ranch if these were n’t enough. 

The settlers assembled in crowds; it was a sight for sore 
eyes to see all these beautiful bay, chestnut, black, and pie- 
bald horses. The temptation was too great, and they began 
buying. They had had enough of oxen. Kal came to look 
on; possibly he might buy one more horse. In the end he 
bought six; but of course it was all the fault of that young 
cuss Anders. 

That autumn there were light-footed horses to be seen all 
over the plain, four to each plow; and each plow had two 
shares. What a change! Nowadays they could plow as 
much land in a single day as would make a big farm in the 
old country. 

Now that the post-office was so near, the settlers began to 
take newspapers. As a rule they preferred the Norwegian- 
American papers, with all the news from the old country; 
they read them aloud on Sunday evening, and every number 
was as good as a budget of letters from home. There was a 
lot about America as well, from every part of the country, 
and that interested the settlers too, for, after all, it was in 
America that they lived. It seemed that there were politics 
and parties and controversies even here; who would have 
thought it? These colonists had been so isolated up to now; 
their hearts had remained in the old country; they had felt 
that they were staying in a foreign land merely to till the 
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soil and grow rich. But the newspapers were teaching them 
to think of the country which had given them the soil and 
the opportunity to become rich if only they had the will. 
The Presidential election took place in the following sum- 
mer, and politicians came and addressed open-air meetings 
in English and Norwegian. And of course Morten Kvidal 
had a hand in it. Who’d have believed that it mattered 
so much what people out here thought about the government 
of such a big country as America? Did it really depend on 
them who was to be the new President? Small folks had no 
votes in the old country, but Ola and Kal were as powerful 
as any millionaire, out here! They must certainly write 
home and tell their relatives and friends in old Norway how 
different things were in America. In this country you woke 
one fine day to find yourself quite a different person. And 
even then the new times were only just beginning... . 


VI 


Bergitta and Morten’s first son was baptized Erik Foss 
Kvidal. 

For some reason the young wife began to mope. Morten 
was out so much, seeing to a thousand things, that whenever 
he stopped at home for a day, there was a rush of work, and 
everything had to be done at once. For a time Bergitta 
thought it rather fun to see him working, and to look out at 
the prairie and the gray haystacks which seemed so ghostly 
when the dark autumn days set in, with wind and fog. But 
one day she came to him, very pale and with dark shadows 
under her eyes, and asked whether it wasn’t possible to sell 
the farm and go home. 

Of course they could, he laughed, only not to-day, and per- 
haps not even to-morrow! He must get a few more things 
done, he wasn’t quite free to go away, just at present. So 
the matter was shelved, till one day he was startled by a 
letter from his brother Peter, asking if he was willing to 
give up his claim on the farm at home in his favor. If 
not, Peter would emigrate too. 

It took Morten a day or two to think things out. Give 
up his claim to Kvidal? He could, of course. What chance 
had he of returning there? This eternal craving for the 
little gray houses and the country round them, was cramping 
him like a strait-waistcoat, which it was high time to get rid 
of. And yet, in the long run, he could n’t bring himself to 
do it. He simply could not. Who knew? Some fine 
day he might get ready, and go home for good. But not 
yet, of course; it would be several years before he could 
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So one day Peter turned up, bringing his sister Randi 
with him. Randi was married, and her husband came too. 
Morten stared at them. He had to be a sort of Providence 
to his younger brothers and sisters. He had helped Simen 
to get a quarter of homestead land farther out in the prairie; 
_ now he’d have to help these, before the unoccupied land was 
taken up by others who were steadily pouring into the country. 
As for his mother, he would have to comfort her by send- 
ing over a little more money, much as he needed it himself. 

One thing puzzled him. All his neighbors borrowed from 
the bank. They were always wanting more horses, more 
machines, and new, roomier houses. But there was one who 
never borrowed a cent, and that was Kal. To be sure, for 
several years, he had had rather larger crops to sell than 
the others, and he didn’t put the money in the bank, but 
in the old emigrant-chest under his bed, which actually had 
a lock. He could never go any distance from home without 
feeling afraid the place might burn down in his absence. 

The children were worrying him now to build a decent 
house like other people. He had had to build a shed for all 
his horses, and when the place was full of hired laborers, 
in spring and autumn, they had to eat and sleep in sheds, 
until Kal’s farm soon looked like a little town of shanties. 
But as for borrowing money to build a house! . . . He bor- 
row! Kal would pull a long face, and shake his head. He 
remembered too well what it had felt like, in the old country, 
to have debts hanging round his neck! 

The lad Oluf was just home from Decorah, but did that 
mean that he was ready to be ordained, after studying for four 
years? Not a bit of it! He was going to study in earnest 
now, in a town called St. Louis, which must be the deuce 
of a way off, for just to pay the fare Karen had had ‘to sell 
a whole pig! Still, it was good to see him again, for he 
had n’t come home for a holiday in all those four years; the 
journey was too expensive. He took a job instead, on a 
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farm farther east, so as not to call on his mother and her 
chickens for money. 

He arrived in his town clothes—tall, strong, and as freckled 
as a Turk—and Karen went round him, touching him, strok- 
ing his clothes, and thinking she’d never seen any one to 
beat him. Then Siri came along, and teased him by calling 
him Moses. Anders wanted to box with him. Paulina came 
in from the fields where she had been driving the self-binder, 
and stood gaping at him, with her big rough hands on her 
hips. “Well, have n’t you learnt enough to preach yet?” she 
said. “Why, I was a parson, and married a cow and a bull, 
when I was a tiny thing!” Siri teased him. He revenged 
himself by standing up stiff and straight, and spouting Latin 
to the whole lot of them. 

He sat all the evening telling about the college, and the 
teachers and all his friends, and every now and then he 
would look up at the old wall clock from Skaret. Nice to 
see that again. “And the hammer, Anders, I suppose you 
have n’t thrown that away? Bring along the hammer!” 

The next day Kal wanted to show him that they had n’t 
been sitting with their hands in their laps, either. He took 
him round the new fields, and set him driving a self-binder 
with four horses, while he himself followed with four more. 
Why, they dashed along as though they were driving to a 
wedding; and now the lad could sit up there preaching and 
talking Latin to the horses, the young rip! 

But who could have guessed that the boy’s visit would have 
ended the way it did? They were sitting in the little house 
one Sunday evening, and the young folks were teasing one 
another again; Oluf was the worst. He was chaffing Paulina 
about Mother’s Darling and his sister got furious. “If you 
speak of him again, Ill give you a taste of this!” she 
threatened him, holding out her great fist. “You’ve got a 
hand like a leg of mutton,” said Oluf. “Now I see why 
Anton would n’t have you! You’ll never be married, with 
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such murderous fists as those!”” This was too much for the 
poor girl, who had suffered in secret from a wound that ached 
and smarted; she sprang to her feet, and banged the table 
till the cups rattled. “Hold on!” cried everybody. “For 
shame!” said Mother. “Can’t you take a joke?” scolded 
_ Father. 

But next day she got Kal by himself and said, “I’m 
going away, Father!” He stared at her. What? Had she 
lost her wits? 

“T dare say it’s true enough that Ill never get married, 
but I mean to provide against that while there’s time. 
I’m turned one and twenty now, and I’ve a right to take 
up homestead land for myself. I’m going into town to se- 
cure a quarter, and shall take the one that lies west of your 
holding, so we shall still be neighbors. I mean to have my 
own place to myself, or Oluf and Anders will be having to 
keep me when I get old.” 

Mother and Father and the others argued with her, but to 
no purpose; she would have her own way. It was perfectly 
true that she had the right to claim land, being an unmarried 
woman over twenty-one years of age, and the day came when 
Kal had to set her up with oxen and plow and the necessary 
houses on her quarter. So she went to live there in company 
with a woman whom she had hired to help her. In clear 
weather they could be seen over to the westward, plowing 
with the two oxen. For the first time one of Kal’s children 
had grown old enough to pit her will against his own. And 
it wasn’t even one of those darned boys, but a bit of a lass! 
Was n’t it enough to make a man tear his hair and swear? 

There was a lot of talk among the farms just now, because 
a big wheat firm in Chicago had started building an elevator 
in the little town of Nidaros. Wasn’t that a sure sign that 
the railway was coming before long? For people would 
never be such fools as to build an elevator so far from the 
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railroad; they might just as well let the farmers themselves 
eart their wheat to Northville as before. 

No, indeed ; the Chicago firm knew well enough what they 
were doing; they meant to be on the spot in good time, to 
collect and store wheat from the hundreds of neighboring 
farms, which were growing larger and larger every year. 
But the railway—when was it coming? No use asking Mor- 
ten. Bergitta pretended to know nothing, and the parson 
only shook his head. But soon it was rumored that the 
railroad was already pushing its way out across the prairie, 
by the efforts of a little army of workmen. Then a gang of 
workmen started building a station in the center of the little 
town, and leading up to it they marked out a road, the “main 
street,” on both sides of which there were building-sites for 
sale with space for large and small houses. 

- The homestead land hereabouts had all been taken up now, 
and new settlers were obliged to go far, far out into the 
wilds, if they wanted to get a quarter gratis. For the rail- 
way company had obtained a government grant of so many 
sections on each side of the line; and along its main artery, 
farther north, it already owned a broad tract stetching right 
through this vast country to the Pacific. You could buy land 
from the railway, though. And Morten need not keep his 
secret any longer. You could buy it from him, for he was 
the local agent for the railway. It was on the railway’s 
behalf that he had bought those two quarters from the 
Dutchman, and subsequently the other farms in the neigh- 
borhood. The railway owned all the sites in the town of 
Nidaros. 

Those people who had cultivated their two quarters, found 
that they could at last get more. The price was reasonable, 
a few dollars per acre, to be paid off within twenty years. 
It sounded very tempting! And as for the money which 
had to be paid down on the spot, they could get that from 
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the bank; the bank would willingly advance money on land. 

There was great perturbation in Ola’s mind the day a 
saloon was opened in the little town. When he walked past 
it, he felt as though he was on fire inside; it seemed as 
though somebody had placed it there as a pitfall for him 
specially. ‘Come along, Ola, you’re going to hell now, 
Ola!” Perhaps that was true; he felt he must either go 
inside and get beastly drunk, or wreck the place and thrash 
the saloon-keeper. That fearful urge within him—it was still 
there at times, though he was no longer forced to struggle 
against it for months on end. He was not so terribly cut 
off from everybody nowadays, and could find distraction in 
all that had been happening lately: the newspaper, meetings 
and lectures, the railway, the town, the romance of the bank 
and the money, and all the horses and machinery. All this 
relieved the tension, and the depression was not so bad as it 
used to be. 

And during all these years, Else, his wonderful wife, had 
fostered other things in him, had tuned his ear to more deli- 
cate sounds; he could n’t say how, exactly, but it was true, 
all the same. And now, here was the saloon forcing itself 
into his life! Everything he had fought for lost! Since 
the very first day out here, there had been a silent rivalry 
among the old settlers, and until now he had kept up with 
them. But now he was sure to fall. There was the saloon, 
a trap set to catch him. “Come along, Ola! You’re an 
official, and on the way to be a rich farmer, but it’s all up 
with you now; come along in, make a beast of yourself, ruin 
everything !” 

His blood boiled. He was one of the supervisors of the 
township of Nidaros, and the winter before, he had bought 
a coat with a fur collar, and fur-lined gloves, so that he might 
cut a better figure when he went out with his wife. And 
then, had n’t he planned to build houses here on his farms 
like those at Dyrendal, with a piano in the sitting-room, 
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where she might sit and strum just as she had done when 
she was a young lady? 

But look, Ola—the saloon! To hell with everything, Ola! 
In the old days you got beastly drunk twice a year, when 
you made a trip to town. Now it will be every day, till you 
have drunk yourself and the farm and your wife and children 
all to hell. Yes, there is the saloon. In you go, Ola! 
You’re done for anyway, Ola, you and your family too! 

He said one day at table, “I hear they ’re opening a saloon 
here.” 

“Yes,” replied Else, looking at him quite calmly. The 
children were there, too. The eldest daughter was just like 
her mother; even she looked at him calmly, though she must 
have seen him driven home from town, too drunk to stand. 

“Had you heard of it?” he asked Else. 

“Yes,” she answered again. And the children looked at 
him, and kept wonderfully quiet. 

How this woman had aged! Her hair was turning gray, 
her cheeks were hollow, and she had lost a couple of teeth— 
she who was once the pretty young lady at Dyrendal. Her 
hands were rough, and her back bent from the hard life of 
an emigrant woman, and yet there was one thing she never 
lost, something which had often made Ola feel ashamed and 
which he had never been able to learn from her. Was it so 
impossible? Had n’t he picked up a little of it, after all? 

One day he said, “I’m going for a stroll round the town.” 

“Yes, do,” she answered. 

The elder children walked part of the way with him. When 
they turned back, he stood looking after them. Ah, how 
like her mother that eldest girl was! And with all she had 
to see to, Else had found time to teach them. They certainly 
knew more than if they had gone to old Jo. 

When he came home that evening, the children were in 
bed, and Else was sewing in the lamplight. She raised her 
head and looked at him, but did not seem in the least sur- 
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prised to see him come back perfectly sober. Nobody could 
beat Else at keeping her thoughts to herself. 

He walked about the room for a bit, then stopped in front 
of her and said, “Else, will you tell me something?” 

“What do you want to know?” 

“Well—now don’t laugh at me!” 

“You need n’t be afraid!” and she smiled a little. 

“J—I thrashed the saloon-keeper this evening!” 

“I know that!” she replied, and went on with her sewing. 

“You? How do you know it?” 

“The schoolmaster was there and saw it. And he dropped 
in on his way home. He felt he must come and tell me.” 
She threaded her needle again, and went on with her work. 

Presently Ola said, “But ‘I’ve been thinking that it 
does n’t look very well for a supervisor to mix himself up in 
such things.” 

“No, perhaps it does n’t.” 

“Besides, I can’t very well thrash all the saloon-keepers in 
North Dakota!” 

“No indeed, that would be too big a job, even for you!” 

“But you see, Else, I might be able to thrash them in 
another way. Something more in keeping with my position. 
Look here, Else, will you teach me how to lecture?” 

She looked at him for a minute or two; his whole face 
was crimson with embarrassment: there was something quite 
pathetic about him! “Do you mean you want to thrash 
the saloon-keepers by lecturing against them?” she asked, 
longing to throw her arms round his neck. 

“Yes. Do you think I could learn to make speeches in 
such a way that they would be turned out of the place?” 

“Yes, I don’t see why you shouldn’t.” And she might 
have said a good deal more, Ola thought, but that would n’t 
have been a bit like her. 

After that day, he again went about the place singing. 
And he would stop in the middle of a job, and clench his 
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fists, and hit out as though he was clearing out a whole 
saloon! He felt something rising up within him, as it had 
so often done before, but this time he would be able to give 
vent to it, by going out and thrashing all the saloon-keepers 
in North Dakota; only, mind you, this time it would n’t be 
with his fists, but with his speeches. How should he do 
that? Ah, that was where his wife came in! His Else was 
going to teach him, and in that way the thing could be done. 
Yes, that would do the trick. Ola strolled about singing 
from morning till night. 


VII 


_ The time soon came when several trains a day whistled 
through Nidaros Settlement, and it was a sight, especially in 
the evening, to see the rows of carriages with their lighted 
windows speeding across the plain till they finally melted 
away into the horizon. At last the hermits were linked up 
with the great wide world, and their lives began to move 
to a quicker and easier rhythm. 

About Christmas-time something else happened, namely 
the inauguration of a club in the town, set on foot by the 
schoolmaster and the parson’s wife. During the weeks that 
preceded the opening, the schoolmaster had not been idle, 
for he had got the young people together to practise Nor- 
wegian songs; while as for the pastor’s wife, she had some 
grand surprise up her sleeve; indeed, rumor said that she 
was planning nothing less than theatricals! 

Once the railway was started, a gas-works was erected in 
next to no time, and there was no lack of light now in the 
little prairie town ; on dark nights a couple of big incandescent 
lamps lighted up the road across the plain for a long distance. 
And now the people came driving up in their sleighs with 
bells jingling—men and women in fur coats. Fresh and 
rosy from the cold, they hurried indoors; there were lights 
outside and inside—with a perfect blaze of gaslights in the 
big hall, which still smelled of freshly planed wood. And 
sure enough, there was a stage at one end with a curtain in 
front of it, and the walls were decorated with American and 
Norwegian flags into the bargain! 

This was the first time that the farmers had had any 


building, except the church, for their social gatherings, and 
302 


The Emigrants 303 


it was the first time they had ever hung up the American 
flag. They gazed at the blue ground with all its stars, and 
it told them that they had become a part of one of the great 
world powers. They were Norwegians, of course, but they 
were Americans too; they had obtained land from the Gov- 
ernment, they had voted for the President, and it was only 
right that they should hoist the American flag on great 
occasions. 

The curtain went up, and the play began. The young 
people had been coached by the pastor’s wife. Anders Skaret 
was the lover, Siri a lovelorn maiden, Jo an old dominie; 
any one could see that at a glance. The play was “At the 
Seter,’ and there were national costumes, yodeling, songs 
about love, and Norwegian scenery. 

The audience sat squeezed together on the rows of benches; 
they could see the mountains with their forests and glaciers, 
and there was the seter hut, with lasses and lads and lovemak- 
ing. Ah, that was the sort of thing they could understand! 
And perhaps it awakened memories in old and young alike. 
The lights in the hall had been lowered, but one could feel 
the placid enjoyment on every face; it was such an age since 
these prairie folks had had any sort of amusement. 

Down went the curtain, but as soon as the lights were 
turned up, it rose again, and the pastor came forward. Hush! 
There ’d be a sermon now, perhaps, and reading from the 
Bible? No, he was going to speak about worldly things. He 
said that an evening like this ought to bring back their 
country to their minds and thoughts; and not only during 
the entertainment, but in their every-day lives as well. The 
thought.of that grand scenery should be a source of refresh- 
ment in their daily labor, a support in their struggles, an 
inspiration for their lives, so that other nations might think 
and say, “These people must have come of a good stock; 
they must have come from a beautiful country.” 

But he had something else to tell them. The best way 
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to preserve one’s national character was through good books. 
They were going to inaugurate a reading-room this evening. 
They wanted a library here. Through the world of books 
they could keep in touch with the soul of their own race, 
whether they were at home or abroad. 

At last people could begin to move about. A smell of cof- 

‘fee stole into the room, and most of the benches were carried 
out. Then a side door opened, and in came Anne and Ber- 
gitta, each carrying a big, shining, steaming kettle; and they 
were followed by the Irishwoman and several other women 
with huge trays of cakes and Vienna bread. Why, it was a 
regular wedding-feast ! 

Whenever coffee was provided, Karen always considered 
that she must lend a hand, so she bustled to and fro, and 
found plenty of empty cups to fill. Else started pouring 
out at one of the tables, and the others watched her. She 
had altered lately; her pale face had become quite fresh and 
plump again, and she laughed at the least thing; she seemed 
to have attained to a second blooming, under the influence 
of some secret joy or other. Her daughter stood by her, 
slim and dark-haired, in a red frock, with her plaits down 
her back; she was the very image of her mother, and made 
folks think of the young Miss Else of Dyrendal. 

Bergitta and Anne and most of the other women still 
wore their kerchiefs over their heads, even in this warm 
room; it was all right for the parson’s wife and Else and 
the Irishwoman to sit there with their heads uncovered, but 
the others followed the fashion of the old country ; they did n’t 
intend to start aping the gentry. 

Morten was one of the few men who wore a tweed suit 
and a “town” tie; but, then, people looked up to him as 
representing the railway, the land, and the bank, and he had 
recently been elected to the county council, and had to at- 
tend important meetings in Northville. He went round 
shaking hands with all his friends, and looked at all the 
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new faces of the young people who had come out lately. 
They were a fine-looking lot, strong, with tanned faces. 
His mind flew back to his own young days, and his native 
place seemed to rise up before him. 

Why did these youngsters cut themselves adrift? Was 
there no work for them in the old country? Of course they 
had been to school, and learned to sing their national songs. 
And what followed? Did they buckle to and throw in their 
lot with their own country? Not a bit of it; they must 
needs cross the great ocean, and scatter themselves over the 
prairie. They were quite contented with a sod hut and a 
couple of oxen, as long as they were in a new country, and 
the terrible winters did not daunt them; they conquered the 
desert, cultivated America, and by their efforts the country 
was becoming richer and richer. 

Yes indeed! He himself was one of them, and so were 
his brothers. Knut and Mette were wanting to come out 
now, and Mother would be left alone. It didn’t bear think- 
ing of! He looked kindly at these boys and girls, as he 
welcomed them to the place. “Youre from Hallingdal, you 
say? And you—from Sparbu? Why, I used to drill with a 
Sparbu lad; perhaps you know him—Per Nyvold? And 
where are you from, my lass? Hedemarken? That’s 
fine.” 

The pastor kept bringing some lad to him and asking, 
“Do you think you can find a job for him, Morten Kvidal?” 
Perhaps he could, and if not, there were Kal and the other 
men. They’d find the boy something! “Hey, Kal! come 
here!” But Morten could n’t help wondering why nobody 
ever came to him direct; they always got the pastor or some- 
body else to speak for them. Did he really look so severe, 
when he was doing his best to be as sweet as honey? 

He went over and shook hands with an old white-haired 
man on the other side of the hall. ‘Hallo, are you the new 
tailor? Glad to see you.” The old man’s shoulders were 
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bent, and he had red-rimmed eyes and a pale, clean-shaven 
face. “Are you from Wisconsin?” 

“Yes, but I came from Norway last year.” 

“Are you a new-comer here?” 

“Oh, no; not at all! I first came over from Norway forty 
years ago.” 

* “You don’t say so! And you took a trip home last year ?” 

“T have been back to Norway seven times.” 

“That ’s something to boast of !” 

“And each time I thought I was going back for good, 
‘Now Ill settle down,’ I thought. But happiness is a funny 
thing! When you’re here, you feel you can’t be happy out 
of the old country, and when you ’ve been there a little while, 
you begin to look out across the ocean, and you find that 
you’re happier over here, after all!” The old man smiled 
mournfully ; there was a far-away look in his eyes, as though 
they were always gazing across an ocean. 

Then the singing began. The schoolmaster stood up, gray- 
haired and gray-bearded, and beat time, while the boys and 
girls around him sang their national anthem. Morten had 
never heard it so well sung, the voices thrilled through the 
hall as vigorously as though they meant the sound to carry 
right over to the old country. He felt he must join in, too, 
and raised his hand; the pastor followed his example, others 
joined in by degrees, till at last they were all singing together. 

These prairie folks had been cut off for many years from 
home and friends, they had endured frosts and poverty and 
hard labor in this new country, but now they were singing. 
They had come to-night from their sod huts and little frame 
houses across the level plain, and here they stood in their 
best clothes, in the bright room, singing about that land 
which, somehow or other, they could never, never forget. 

Many songs were sung, and each one carried them a little 
nearer to the old home. Anders Skaret, a fair, sturdy, heavy- 
jowled fellow, had a powerful bass voice. Siri, very smart 
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and slim in her blue dress, looked across at her parents as 
she sang; the singing seemed to draw all these emigrants 
more closely together, till they felt inclined to hold one 
another’s hands. 

Presently a young fellow sprang up on a chair. Why, it 
was Anders! That lad had worked in the town for so many 
winters that he had been able to attend night-school, and 
had nerve enough for anything! His parents looked down 
abashed ; what the deuce was the boy up to now? He was 
actually making a speech, addressing them as folks who, 
though no doubt good Americans by this time, still remem- 
bered their homes in the old country, however insignificant 
they might have been. He spoke well, and Morten scratched 
his head; he liked the boy, and yet he didn’t like him. 
Something seemed to warn him: “Look out for that chap! 
He ’ll get the better of you some day!” 

After the speech was over, somebody clapped his hands and 
shouted, “Is n’t it about time we had a dance?” He was a 
dark-haired young fellow in spectacles, a new doctor who had 
just come to the place,—there were two of them in the town 
now,—and he had such a pretty wife with him that every 
one was looking at her. 

Some one else raised his hand. It was—yes, of course 
it was Peter Skaarness, and he said coldly and sourly, “I 
did n’t know we had come here to be led into sin and wicked- 
ness!’ There was a pause, and they all looked at one another. 
The doctor sneered. The young people glanced from Morten 
to the parson. Could n’t they do anything in the matter? 
At last the clergyman clapped his hands, and got up on a 
bench that stood against the wall, where he stood in his long 
coat and white tie, still young-looking, with his fair hair 
and bright blue eyes as merry as a boy’s. He said: “I don’t 
know of any place in the Bible where dancing is forbidden. 
Only evil-minded persons can call innocent fun, ‘sin and 
wickedness.’ ” 
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“Hurrah!” the doctor exclaimed, and “Hurrah!” echoed 
all the youngsters. Peter Skaarness’s beard quivered. 
“Come along!” he said, taking his wife by the arm. As he 
brushed past Morten Kvidal, he hissed out: “You took the 
best railway land for yourself and the old settlers. And 
now you’ve let loose the devil among us!” This was the 
cause of many dissensions in the church later on, and, as 
might have been expected, Peter Skaarness finally started a 
sect of his own. 

But at this moment Ola Vatne came in with his fiddle. 
He did n’t play much nowadays, for he no longer roamed the 
country, playing at dances. The entertainment committee 
had been obliged to approach him in a body, and coax and 
press him, till at last: “Oh, well, as long as it’s for 
charity .. .” So down he sat on the stage, a fine-looking 
man, though a little worn by hard .work on the prairie and 
at the plow; not a gray streak to be seen in his thick 
golden hair and full reddish beard. He tuned up, with a 
hand that was small though rough and hairy, and began to 
play. , 

The first to start off was the doctor with his princess of 
a wife, such a contrast to all the rest, for to-night she had 
made up her mind to have a good time, and had dressed her- 
self for dancing. The train of her pale yellow dress swept the 
floor, a diamond twinkled in the comb in her hair, and she 
wore a pearl necklace. Her face was so fresh, so dainty, 
so full of enjoyment! And even her long dark eyebrows 
quivered with happiness. Let people stare if they liked. 
But had any one the courage to start dancing along with those 
two? 

Well, no young people could long resist such a waltz, and 
one couple after another took the floor. Men from Valdres 
and Hallingdal in their national costume; men from Seters- 
dal, with leather patches on their knee-breeches; girls in red 
bodices with white sleeves, and filagree brooches at the neck, 
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looking bashfully down as their partners dragged them along. 
Who could resist such a fiddle? The floor was thronged; 
long legs in homespun trousers mingled with the white stock- 
ings of the men in knee-breeches; the girls’ head-kerchiefs 
were slipping down on their necks, revealing their hair and 
heads at last. 

The hall was a sea of color. Sogn and Hardanger seemed 
to have sent out their prettiest girls, and there were lads 
from Telemark and Gudbrandsdal, with silver buttons on their 
jackets. The dance was in full swing now. The lads lifted 
their partners off the floor and whirled them round, their 
long repressed gaiety finding vent at last and rebelling against 
this everlastingly flat country. What memories of white 
mountain peaks at sunrise, forests, waterfalls, the magic and 
mystery of the light nights, or the sea in calm and in storm! 
The dance expressed it all. “Gosh! Can’t that fellow 
play !” 

There sat Ola, fiddling away with his eyes shut, and no 
one could guess what he was really thinking about, as he 
held the dancers with his magic all that evening. Some one 
offered him a drink, but he was proof against the temptation. 
Yet the old longing was surging up in him to-night; he felt 
it literally boiling over, as if he had taken the lid off some- 
thing deep down within himself. If they only knew, he was 
re-living some of those sunny days and light nights, hunted 
over hill and dale, shot at, shouted after by the soldiers and 
the sheriff. He’d enticed them into one entrance of a cave, 
and it was a long time before they discovered that he’d 
slipped out by another. On and on he ran, and the hunt 
continued for days and nights, and even weeks, and more 
weeks. 

These memories had been working in him for many, many 
years. They were bound to find vent at last; and yet—would 
he lose them for a million kroner? Didn’t he tremble even 
now when he poured them out in his music to make folks 
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dance and caper more and more madly? His boy Lorents, 
a lad of twelve, the apple of his mother’s eye, with his 
father’s slight figure and thick golden hair, stood with his 
eyes fixed on his father. “Ah, you may stare, laddie! Folks 
were very different in those days!” 

_ Every one seemed bewitched that evening. Even the old 
people were joining in. Bergitta had been sitting there, 
her face pale but her eyes sparkling; the strange youths were 
afraid to ask her to dance, but was she going to sit there the 
whole night? No, for Morten came along at last, it having 
evidently dawned upon him that his wife was n’t quite a hun- 
dred yet! Perhaps shed been a bit homesick yesterday, and 
had cried last night, but now she was going to dance. 
“Come along,” and Morten took the floor with his wife and 
showed that there was still some life left in him. 

The schoolmaster could not dance—not very well, anyhow. 
Besides, he ’d have to put his arm round a woman’s waist, 
and he didn’t like that. He went up to the clergyman 
and said, “Why the devil can’t I write poetry!” 

“Hush! We can’t have the schoolmaster swearing!” 

“All right. But now I see why it required mountain folk 
and sailors to conquer the prairie! Their knapsacks and 
their hearts were full of the wild scenery of the old country, 
and they lived on it, summers and winters alike! The moun- 
tains and the sea rescued the plain. What a poem it would 
make!” 

“Well, write it then, man!” 

“Can’t be done! I never can do what I want!” 

Ola struck up the Rhinelander, and the floor was thronged 
in an instant. Anton Noreng was prancing about with his 
red-haired wife—as ill-matched in dancing as they were in 
religion and language; no, she couldn’t do it, and she 
shrugged her shoulders, declaring that she wasn’t going to 
jump about like a rabbit! They had to stop, and she pulled 


-~ 


The Emigrants Sid 


herself away from him, hot and cross, and went over to sit 
with the old women. 

“Do come, Anne!’ She was sitting at the coffee-table, 
and Morten wanted a turn with her. She was still good- 
looking, with her oval olive face and black hair. Was she 
thinking of old times? Or perhaps of Per? She shook her 
head. No, no, she could n’t dance. 

“Oh, come along, Annie! All of us youngsters are danc- 
ing this evening!” : 

It really was too bad—but in the long run he persuaded 
her. Why, it was fifteen years since she had last danced! 
And now all that happened during that time faded from 
her mind: she even forgot where she was, and only saw the 
old country, the seters, the farms, and the lakes; and thought 
of an evening at Whitsuntide, with bonfires on the hills, and 
boys and girls sporting on the greensward. She was dancing 
to the tune of her own memories. Once she had been the 
prettiest girl in the church. Ah yes, once! 

You need n’t think they left Karen Skaret alone; her Kal 
was suddenly possessed by the devil, and came up to her, a 
lean, bony figure of a man, with his chin-tuft nearly white 
by now, and nothing would please him but that they must 
come out on the floor and make fools of themselves! 

“T 7]] do nothing of the kind! Let me go, you old idiot!” 

But the old fellow had gone stark, staring mad! He 
would n’t let go. “Come along now, old woman. Come, we 
have n’t had a dance for many a long day.” 

“You be quiet! There’s Anders looking at us.” 

“Come along, drat you! If you don’t, Ill go and ask 
Anne.” 

Karen glanced nervously across at Anne. No, she wasn’t 
going to let him get into her clutches; she would rather . 
And before she could speak another word, he had seized her 
round the waist and dragged into the whirlpool. She had a 
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black kerchief on her head, and her old spotted shawl crossed 
over her chest and knotted behind; she was old and bent, and 
had n’t danced since her wedding, thirty years ago; but here 
she was, Heaven forgive her, jumping about with Kal, who 
must have had a skinful this evening; it would be a mercy if 
she came out of it alive! 

How they danced! The head-kerchief slipped down on 
her shoulders, leaving her grizzled hair uncovered; how lucky 
that she had washed her hair yesterday! Well, well! Many 
things had happened since they danced last, but she could 
still remember their young days, and those first happy years 
in the croft under the hill. She would certainly cook him a 
good dinner to-morrow, and they would have to go to com- 
munion together as soon as possible. 

The music stopped and the musician called out: “If 
there ’s any one here who knows how to fiddle, I’d like to 
have a dance myself!” A Setersdal peasant came up and 
took the fiddle, tucking it lovingly under his chin. He tuned 
it, drew the bow across it, and began to play, his eyes shining 
with excitement. He played a Springdans. 

And now every one was watching Else and Ola dancing 
together. He must have bewitched her, for they were whirl- 
ing round like a couple of youngsters. He swung her round 
by the hands, her faded silk dress billowing out with the 
quick movement; then he loosed her, clapped his hands to- 
gether, and turned such a cart-wheel that his feet cut a half- 
circle high up in the air. Next he spun round on one heel 
like a top; seized his wife again, and swept her right round 
the hall, all the others standing back to give them room. He 
must have taught her this country-dance himself, when he was 
the herdsman at Dyrendal. And how well she remembered 
it! How they were whirling round, and yet now they were 
no chickens! 

But over by the wall sat a girl who had had no partners 
the whole evening. It was Paulina Skaret. She was no 
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beauty, certainly, being coarse and masculine in appearance, 
with hair like tow, and a broad face with prominent eyes. 
She had done man’s work out of doors, and woman’s work 
indoors during all the years since they came to America. It 
was hard enough out of doors, but worse in the house. While 
the men took their after-dinner nap, she had had to help 
her mother with the washing and the cooking; and when all 
the outdoor work was finished in the evening, she had had 
to turn to again with the milking and more cooking. 

Was she tired? No! she was soured, especially when she 
looked at Anton. But at any rate she had her own quarter 
out on the prairie; she would n’t have to be beholden to any- 
body, even if she had to be an old maid for the rest of her 
days. Young? She’d never had time to be young; the boys 
were young, and Siri, the apple of her father’s eye. 

People began to leave and the cold air blew in at the door 
like white mist; the sleigh-bells began to die away along the 
roads. The entertainment was over. “We must have some 
more evenings like this!” said the pastor, as he wished them 
all good-night. 
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It was springtime, and Anders Skaret was driving a coffin 
from the station to the church. Per Foll had returned at 
‘last from the asylum, for his widow wished him to be buried 
at home. 

The clergyman stood by the grave, with all the old settlers 
around him, and, raising his voice, he spoke a few words. 
They were standing, he said, by the grave of a soldier who 
had fallen in battle—not only in the struggle to win his 
daily bread, but also in the never-ending struggle of humanity 
to make themselves masters of the earth. Then the grave 
was filled in, and Per Foll lay by the side of Erik Foss. 

Afterward folks went to see Anne, and told her she ought 
to sell the farm, now that land had gone up so much in value; 
but she only shook her head. Kal was going to manage her 
two quarters for a time on the profit-sharing system, and in 
the long run one of her sons would inherit his father’s land. 
Not the elder boy, Isak,—the brown-haired, dark-eyed lad,— 
for he cared for nothing but books; but the second boy, Per, 
who was almost a man, tall and sturdy, with fair, curly hair. 
When he had a spade in his hands, he was his father over 
again. 

On many a snowy winter evening Anne sat in the little 
house with the children, telling them tales of her own young 
days. She had such vivid recollections of her old home that 
she made her listeners feel as though they knew it too. 
Nowadays they went to school, where they talked and read 
English, and their whole education was rooted in the soil of 
America; so it was a far cry for them to the old days of 
their mother’s stories. She took them out skiing on steep 
hillsides, or skating on the glittering ice of the frozen fiord; 
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they went with her up to the seter, where she had been 
dairymaid for so many summers; they encountered bears in 
the forests; they listened to fairy-tales about wood-nymphs 
with blue kirtles and golden hair, who haunted the hillsides 
and enticed handsome young men away into the mountains. 

A mountain, with snow-topped peaks rising right up into 
the sky! What ever was that like? Like a giant, who had 
sat down to rest and think for a bit! The children drew 
nearer, their eyes big with wonder; they had never seen woods 
or mountains. “Go on, Mother! Tell us more, tell us 
more!” 

She had come out into the wilds, and would probably 
never see the old country again, for her children were Amer- 
icans, and she must stay here with them; still, they all en- 
joyed going home with her on one of these dream journeys. 
It seemed strange to her that she had to bow her head and 
admit that her youth was past, though memories of the 
bonny lads, the dances, and all the fun still haunted her. 
That was all over now! And yet folks used once to say she 
was the prettiest girl in the church at home. But that was 
long, long ago! 

Sometimes Bergitta would drop in. She would shake off 
the snow in the porch, the door would open, and in she would 
walk. 

“You ’re never out walking in such weather !” 

“No, the stable-boy drove me.” 

She had a child nearly every year, and any amount to see 
after, now that the farm had grown so large. But Anne 
knew well enough that there was another reason for her look- 
ing so pale and shrunken. 

“How are you now?” she asked her sister. 

Oh, middling! The worst of it was, she could n’t sleep 
properly. The dark autumn days in this desert had been 
bad enough, but winter was worse still. If only one could 
go home to-morrow, or see plenty of company, dance, and be 
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gay. No chance of that now; she was getting old; there was 
nothing for it but to sit down and cry. 

“For shame !—with a man like Morten for your husband !” 

Morten indeed! Why, it was his fault, from beginning 
to end. He was always promising to sell the farm, and re- 
turn home, but not a bit of it! He went buzzing about like 
‘a bee in a bottle; there were those quarters he had got from 
the railway, which had all to be cultivated at once; there 
were new houses to be run up; a telephone company for the 
whole district; elections, and all sorts of responsibilities. 
How high he wanted to climb, no one knew, not even himself. 

But he ’d had a shock just lately. 

His youngest brother wrote out and asked whether he 
would give up his claim to the old farm. Yes, Morten was 
willing—or, rather, he wasn’t. He could n’t do it even now. 
It would be like severing a navel-string, and he could n’t make 
up his mind to do it. They must wait a bit; of course he 
was going home one of these days, only there were one or 
two things he must see to first. Well, of course, he might 
have known what would happen. His younger brothers and 
sisters weren’t going on running that farm at their own 
risk; they must look after their own interests, and so they 
came out here. They turned up one fine day, and expected 
Morten to look after them in the same way as the others. 

But when they told him that their mother had been obliged 
to sell the farm to strangers, to provide board and lodging 
for her old age—ah, did n’t he turn pale when he heard that! 
And now he’d more irons in the fire than ever. He was al- 
ways saying he’d go home soon, and buy back the farm, but 
there were one or two things he must see to first. He talked 
English and Norwegian in his sleep; one minute he’d be 
singing the praises of this great, free America, the next he 7d 
be talking to his mother, and thinking he was at home again 
in Kvidal. Go home? Not he! He was getting more and 
more deeply rooted here, and every year made it worse. 
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And Bergitta went on complaining. But Anne knew the 
best remedy. She cheered her up by asking all manner of 
questions about what had occurred in the parish at home, 
after she herself had left Norway. She drew her on to tell 
one thing after another, and Bergitta recalled people and 
episodes, coming out into the middle of the room to show 
just how things had happened, till at last she could not help 
smiling, and laughing too. “Don’t you remember him? 
And her? And the people at such and such a farm? Do 
you remember that wedding at Langmo, when we drove to 
church in sixteen carriages, with a man riding in front of 
us, playing the clarinet?” 

Of course Anne remembered! And now she must put on 
the kettle, and they would have a little feast. It was snowy 
and desolate out of doors, but they had forgotten all about 
that; they were both young madcaps again, larking about 
with their friends among the fiords and hills in the old coun- 
try. Those memories were food and drink to them. Sud- 
denly Bergitta leaned back and gazed ahead of her through 
half-shut eyes. Then she asked her sister to forgive her. 

“Whatever do you want me to forgive you for?” Oh well, 
it had been rather horrid of her to come there and abuse 
Morten. But of course Anne knew she didn’t really mean 
it. Morten was a splendid fellow, and so good-natured, 
whenever he could spare time to stay at home for a bit. She 
herself felt so heartened up by all their reminiscences that 
she wasn’t going to fret at having to stop a little longer in 
America. . . . What a future the children would have, in a 
great country like this! 

“So you may be sure we shall stay here,” she wound up; 
“we shall never leave our fine new home here, and we’ve 
nothing left now in the old country.” 

Finally she would go home quite another creature, and her 
sister would put on her things and accompany her part of 
the way. 
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One day Else drove up to Morten’s door. What a fine 
carriage and pair of horses she had! “That’s what happens 
in this country,” said she. “You’re rich swells almost be- 
fore you know it!” Bergitta was at home, and rather down 
in the dumps again, but there was always such an atmosphere 
~ of calm about Else that it made one ashamed of mentioning 
sad or disturbing subjects before her. She sat down, but 
would not take off her hat, and only unfastened the top but- 
ton of her coat; she had only looked in for a minute! She 
just wanted to tell Bergitta that Ola had given his first lec- 
ture in the town, and it had gone off wonderfully well, 
though of course he would do even better, with a little more 
practice. 

“And what do you think, Bergitta? The other day he 
actually brought home a piano!” 

He had told Else that it was a reward, because she had 
never scolded him when he used to come home drunk. But 
of course Else kept that to herself, and only told Bergitta 
that unfortunately her own fingers were past playing the 
piano nowadays; they were too stiff after digging in the 
prairie for so many years. However, she could teach her 
daughters—at least, as much as she knew herself. 

“And now I have something important to talk to you 
about, Bergitta. Will you be on a committee with the par- 
son’s wife and me? We want to collect funds for a Nor- 
wegian hospital.” Bergitta burst out laughing. “How can 
we women build a hospital?” Her friend replied: “In 
America, it’s always the women who take the initiative in 
such things. You must join us, Bergitta!” 

Bergitta allowed herself to be persuaded, and in the long 
Tun she became tremendously keen. Her elder children 
were already at school; how quickly time flew! They spoke 
English among themselves, they were Americans now; how 
could their mother help becoming attached to the new coun- 
try, in spite of everything? A farmer’s wife had n’t much 
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spare time, but Morten would get the railway company to 
give them a building-site gratis. Of course they must have 
a hospital in Nidaros! 

During the next few years Bergitta often sat at home 
moping for days together; then she would pull herself to- 
gether again all of a sudden, and go about full steam up, 
both at home and out of doors. But fretting like this, day 
after day and year after year, while her children’s schooling 
seemed only to estrange them from her, wore a person out 
by degrees, almost without her noticing it. And she was just 
as uncontrolled in her happiness. When she laughed, people 
would turn round and stare at her. 

There had been no trees near her house, and she had planted 
a little grove, as Karen and Else and Anne had done; they 
grew very slowly, the winter storms were so severe; yet every 
spring the leaves came out on those little trees, and it was 
as good as a fairy-tale to go and look at them! By and by 
the grove would be large enough for one or two birds to settle 
there and begin to sing. 

One day, everybody was startled by the news that the 
schoolmaster was going around and wishing people good-by. 
Good-by? Was he going away, then? 

Exactly. He was going for a journey. To the old coun- 
try? He laughed scornfully. Well, what would he do about 
his farm? Oh, he had sold it to Mother’s Darling; the 
rascal had borrowed the money from the bank. And where 
on earth was Jo going? “Oh, to several places. Good-by, 
and good luck, all of you.” 

The only person to whom he confided the facts of the case 
was Morten Kvidal. The schoolmaster found that busy in- 
dividual in his large new stable, behind a wagon with a pair 
of horses. Morten was carting manure, and stood in his 
blue overalls, loading up the cart; two long rows of cart- 
horses were fidgeting in the stalls on each hand. 

“Hullo! Does the future governor of North Dakota stoop 
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to such menial tasks as this?” Yes, Morten was taking a 
turn at work on the farm; this was the kind of thing he 
really uuderstood! The schoolmaster had come to wish him 
good-by. Morten stared. It was so unexpected—almost 
disconcerting. 

Jo sat down on a box, and began to tell the whole story. 
He felt that his life had come to the parting of the ways. 
He had gone the round of the old settlers one stormy evening, 
and he felt that he was somehow superfluous in the world. 
To tell the truth, he had peeped in through the windows here 
and there. What did he see? A family sitting round the 
lamp in every house. Happiness and prosperity everywhere. 
Whereas he lived in a lonely hovel, and never seemed to get 
on. No chance of a wife and family, and as for the school, 
that had all come to nothing, like his plans and every- 
thing else. But, on the other hand, suppose he still had 
one little trump card up his sleeve? Supposing, when all 
was said and done, he had a special mission of his own? If 
so, now was the time to test it, for he wasn’t getting any 
younger. 

“Listen to me, Morten Kvidal. Erik Foss dreamed of 
many strange things: a high school in the town of Nidaros, 
a cathedral, a university. Are we ever going to get them? 
You may be quite sure we shall, some day. But what are the 
youngsters going to learn? Chewing the cud—the same old 
stuff, over and over again! ‘Take history, now! We founded 
kingdoms in Ireland, Scotland, and Normandy by piratical 
raids, and of course the learning we established there taught 
about these raids. ‘Splendid men, our ancestors!’ says the 
professor, and his mouth waters for more piracy. Splendid! 
But what about ourselves? This new Normandy, which we 
shall be so proud of some day, was not conquered by blood 
and fire, but by pickax and spade. We have fought against 
the wilderness, against prairie fires, loneliness, hard winters, 
drought, fatigue, locusts. Were there no heroes among us? 
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Is there nothing worth handing down to those who come 
after us? 

“Now, you listen to me, Morten Kvidal. I am a poor, un- 
lucky fellow, but I’m starting out to do a useful bit of work. 
I’m going to travel through the States from east to west, 
and collect every scrap of our history, from Leif Ericson’s 
time until now. I shall chat with old pioneers, and write 
down all their adventures since they came out here. Did you 
ever hear of Kleng Person? He traveled on foot through 
the States, eighty years ago, and founded six and thirty 
settlements. One day he was sitting under a tree where 
Chicago stands now, and a half-breed came up, and offered 
to sell him a hundred acres of land on that very spot, if only 
he would change clothes with him, and give him his pipe. 
But Kleng hesitated; he was a cleanly chap, and he was 
afraid there might be lodgers in the other man’s clothes. 
That property to-day is worth more than the whole of the 
national revenue of Norway! 

“That is only one example from our Saga out here. Don’t 
laugh, but Schoolmaster Jo is going to evolve a new faculty 
for the university which there will certainly be some day at 
Nidaros. There shall be a new Edda, telling not of murder 
and vengeance but of patience and toil. That’s my idea. 
And now Ill say good-by, Morten. We came out here to- 
gether, we’ve gone through a great deal, but our fortunes 
have turned out very differently. Anyway, we’ve been good 
pals, and I wish you good luck.” And the schoolmaster got 
up to go. 

Morten hardly knew what to say; he wiped his hand on 
his overalls, and shook the other’s warmly. So Jo Berg took 
his departure, and his old comrades stood in the station, and 
waved till he was out of sight. He leaned his gray head out 
at the car window, and waved back. The old settlers were 
being thinned out; and the new ones who kept on coming did 
not make up for the loss. 
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One Sunday morning, the church bell was chiming out 
long and cheerily across the prairie. Per Foll, junior, was 
acting as bell-ringer. The roads seemed unusually crowded: 
were people expecting a visit from the bishop? No, 
the visitor was Oluf Skaret, who was to preach to his 
_old friends that day; not only had he been educated at St. 
Louis, but for more than a year he had had both a church 
and a congregation somewhere east in Iowa. 

It was no ordinary occasion in Kal’s and Karen’s eyes; it 
was all very well to count up what it had cost his mother in 
hens and pigs to pay for his schooling all those years, but 
they forgot all that when he came home, and they saw him 
going about the house a real clergyman, with a beard on his 
face and spectacles on his nose! How time had flown! He 
had been a bit astonished yesterday, when he arrived at the 
farm, and saw all the gray sheds. All the neighbors had built 
themselves fine new houses of late years. But he and Siri 
and Anders talked it over among themselves. They could 
do nothing with the old man; no one knew how much he had 
put away in the emigrant chest under his bed, and he would 
take nothing out of it. Why, they did not even know where 
he had hidden the big rusty key! 

Oluf thought it was jolly to be back with his parents and 
brothers and sisters. The clock from Skaret ticked away, 
reminding him of old days. Karen dared not confess that 
when it struck it made her start and think of Ebbe; perhaps 
he might yet come back, some day! How the young folks 
reminisced! There was that time when they buried the cat 
up on the hillside, the day they left home, and they remem- 
bered the bilberries and crowberries they used to pick there, 
and the grouse which they raised one snowy day in winter. 
Perhaps Oluf had thought about all this more than the rest, 
for he had been away so much by himself. 

“You ’ve gotten quite gray, Father! And Mother, you 
really ought to take things more quietly now.” 
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Siri had grown quite a young lady, and went to have 
music-lessons at the parsonage. Of course Kal had n’t 
wanted her to do it; it was all Karen’s idea! 

Paulina came across from her little farm, and this time 
her clergyman brother was very nice to her; he shook her by 
both hands, and said she was something like a girl! 

So it had come round to Sunday morning, and the people 
were flocking in, wondering a little what sort of views Oluf 
held. Even here, thanks to Peter Skaarness, there had been 
dissensions in the church. Which synod did Oluf belong to; 
and which side did he take in the dispute about election by 
grace? Well, they would probably discover that to-day. 

He was coming along the road with Anders, who called 
himself Andrew now and was taller and stouter than his 
brother—a great big fellow, with a fair mustache and curly 
hair under his flat cap. He had just confided to his brother 
that he was trying to persuade all the farmers round to join 
together and build an elevator of their own for their wheat, 
so that they might be independent of speculators, and be 
able to sell to the best advantage. The clergyman looked at 
him and thought that he might have kept such conversation 
for another occasion. 

The two sisters walked behind them; Paulina, big and 
clumsy, in head-kerchief and thick shoes; Siri with a hat and 
a sunshade. Siri was wondering whether she would dare to 
remind her brother to-night of the time when they had mar- 
ried a cow and a bull; no, it would n’t be quite the thing, now! 
Last of all came the parents, two elderly prairie folks in their 
best clothes. Although Oluf was carrying his gown and ruff 
in a suit-case, they could not be prevailed upon to walk with 
him: no, a clergyman was a clergyman, and, son of theirs 
though he might be, it would not be proper for them to walk 
side by side with him. 

When they got inside the church, Kal let all the others go 
up to the front pew, where Oluf had asked them to sit, 
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but he himself sneaked down to a seat at the very back of 
the church; if the worst came to the worst, and that fool of 
a boy made a mess of it, his father preferred being con- 
veniently near the door! 

All the same, it pleased him to see so many people, al- 
though it was only Oluf preaching that day. Even the boss 
was coming,—Morten’s hair and beard were getting gray 
now!—and Anne and Bergitta were with him. Those two 
always came to church together, and dressed more or less 
alike; perhaps they liked to fancy that they were in their 
parents’ home at Ramsdy, wearing dresses and cloaks made 
from the same piece of homespun. They sat on the women’s 
side. Bergitta, who was several years younger than her 
sister, looked older. Strange how the prairie had aged some 
of them! 

Anton was now the parish clerk, but he was bald, and his 
little mustache was gray. 

The hymn began. Kal dared not sing. He fixed his eyes 
on his boots, and on the roughened hands clasped between 
his knees. Funny how things had turned out! He remem- 
bered one time at Skaret when Oluf could n’t go to school, 
because he had no trousers. Now and then he could not help 
glancing at Karen, who was already sniffing into her hand- 
kerchief, while her daughters looked at her as if wondering 
whether they ought to take her out. 

Then in came Oluf in gown and ruff, the first time his 
father had seen him wearing them. The only person who 
did not see him was Karen; her eyes had become so dim at 
that moment. Kal looked down at his hands again, and 
thought of Paulina, who had worked as hard as a man after 
Oluf went away, and of Karen, who had slaved away with 
her hens and her pigs, to pay for the lad’s keep. The clergy- 
man went up into the pulpit, folded his hands, and began to 
pray. Could it really be Oluf? Kal felt sorry he was not 
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sitting by Karen, who had quite broken down; she was trem- 
bling and crying the whole time. 

What was the clergyman preaching about? Kal and 
Karen could n’t quite make it out. But God’s Word was 
God’s Word. What puzzled Karen was, that she had always 
thought that God was an old man, and now it seemed that 
that was false doctrine. He was quite young, like their 
Oluf! Kal soon saw that he need not have been afraid. 
The boy was getting on swimmingly. In after days, the twe 
old folks often said that they had gone through a great deal 
both here and in the old country, but that this was the great- 
est day they could remember. 

That evening, when they were all sitting again in the 
little room, the clergyman said he would like a keepsake from 
Skaret. What about the old hammer? He looked from his 
father to his brother. The old man sniggered and shook 
his head. He, he! Yes, if he thought it worth having! At 
that moment, Andrew came in, flourishing it in the air. 

“Let ’s make a bargain!” he exclaimed. 

“A bargain ?” 

“Yes—that the hammer shall belong to whichever of us 
two is first nominated chairman in the Senate of North 
Dakota. Who knows?—he might need it to keep order in 
the assembly !’” 

They all stared at him. Siri got up, held out her skirt, 
and made him a deep courtesy, as she had learned to do at 
the dancing-class. “Well, I’m darned!” ejaculated Kal. 


IX 


Kal had always declared that things were bound to go 
wrong some day, and, sure enough, a crisis came. 

Two bad years in succession made the bank uneasy; 
the farmers had large houses, machinery, and horses, but 
there was no money to pay interest on their loans. “I7I] lay 
there ’s something at the back of it all,” thought Kal. The 
bank had been very keen on advancing money on land, and 
now perhaps they would get hold of the property for them- 
selves at half-price; business was business, when all was said 
and done! They all knew that Morten was working for 
dear life to save what he could for them; he made many jour- 
neys to the head office in Minneapolis, and worked like a 
nigger. In the end he managed to save all the old settlers 
except Anton Noreng. His wife had not known how deeply 
he was running into debt, and folks said that when she found 
out she hit him over the head with a frying-pan. 

Kal, however, was not affected in any way. He had never 
borrowed from the bank. He had been contented to put up 
large and small sheds on his farm, until he should be able to 
afford something better, but he did n’t owe a cent, either to 
the bank or any one else. 

One day Ola came along and said he must join with them 
in helping Anton. They could n’t let one of the old settlers 
come to grief. Kal must stand security for him, together 
with himself and Morten Kvidal. “Stand security?” The 
old man scratched his beard. No, he would n’t do that! Put 
his name to a bill? No, thank you! . 

“The devil!” said Ola, standing there in a stylish overcoat 


with a gray-fur collar. “Is that the sort you are nowadays, 
Kal!” 
326 
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“How much money is wanted ?” 

“Four thousand dollars.” 

H’m. Kal would n’t sign his name to any paper. But he 
would see what Karen thought. Perhaps he could lend them 
half of the four thousand; he wasn’t sure that he had so 
much by him, but he would ask Karen. Ola grinned, and 
gave him a slap on the shoulder. “That’ll do the trick!” 
he said, and went off. 

Not long after that, a disaster happened which it took Kal 
many a long day to get over. Paulina had bought some 
horses, and being strong and self-willed herself, she liked to 
drive something with a bit of spirit. She was driving the 
binder one day, when the horses took fright and bolted; she 
fell forward and came down on the blades, and when they 
found her she was only just breathing. 

As the nearest of kin, Kal inherited his daughter’s prop- 
erty, but it was a sorry inheritance. Whenever he drove 
over there, he always remembered that it had been bought at 
the price of Paulina’s life, and when the time came round for 
him to plow it, he was half afraid of finding blood when he 
turned up the roots of the grass. He was always thinking 
of this daughter of his, who had been so headstrong but had 
worked so hard for him, both indoors and out, during those 
first years. And there she lay now in the churchyard, be- 
side his two friends, Erik and Per. Ah well! Such is life! 

But one thing kept him going—the old greed for more 
land, which went back to the days when he had starved in the 
old country. The railway company owned a great deal of 
prairie land out beyond Paulina’s section, and Kal went on 
buying and buying, and plowing and plowing—he and An- 
drew and the hired men. Nowadays they drove teams of 
six horses, harnessed to plows with three shares; and that 
made a difference, if you like. Instead of fields, there were 
landscapes of dark plowed soil; but still Kal wanted more; 
he had an insatiable craving to go on breaking up new land. 
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But the earth revenged itself one day by overwhelming him 
with such a harvest that he was at his wits’ end to know what 
to do with it. It was bad enough in spring, when all the 
men, horses, and plows started off at daybreak for their 
various destinations amid a babel of whinnying, stamping, 
shouting, and clanking iron. Kal could no longer follow 
them round; he had enough to do to see that everything was 
in good working order, and the outlying portions of his prop- 
erty lay too far off for him to be able to reach them on foot: 
he was obliged to drive in a pony-cart. It was very exciting, 
as the summer advanced, to see all these acres of wheat tossing 
in the breeze; there seemed no end to them; when he was on 
one side of his property, he could see no trace of men or 
horses on the other. 

When the wheat had turned yellow, billowing away toward 
the distant blue horizon like an ocean of food, he would wade 
quietly far in among the corn, sit down in the middle, take 
a handful in his fist, and rub it against his face. Ha, ha! 
He remembered the time when he used to carry earth on his 
back up the hills behind Skaret. Long ago, that was! 
Plenty of food here. A good sackful or two this year, and 
no mistake! But he was not content yet. He must have 
a little bit more land, a few more acres of corn, so that he 
might feel absolutely secure from starvation. 

It was worse still at harvest-time, which the women had 
been dreading all summer. They did not mind much so long 
as all the self-binders were devastating the plain, mowing 
down thousands of golden sheaves; no, the trouble began 
when the steam threshing-machine arrived, together with a 
lot of day-laborers. From that moment the commotion on 
the farm was as bad as an earthquake. The heavy loads of 
wheat came up at a gallop, and the men, with shirts open, ° 
and sleeves rolled up, pitched the sheaves into the machine, 
which droned and buzzed away, making as much noise as 
half a dozen mills, 
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The air was so thick with dust and chaff that one could 
hardly see the numerous farm huts; the mechanic was as 
black as a demon with oil and dust, indeed, they were all 
black, as they sneezed, coughed, sweated, swore, and slaved 
away, while Kal walked about bareheaded among them, his 
hair full of straw and chaff, crying: ‘Now then, lads, put 
your backs into it!” He wasn’t paying these chaps several 
dollars a day to do nothing—and they expecting to be feasted 
into the bargain. All the roasting and boiling that went on 
day and night was enough to ruin a man! 

Farm-hands expected very different fare, in this country, 
from what Kal had had when he worked at Lindegaard. The 
women went about with their skirts tucked up, and worked 
fifteen hours a day, for these men’s appetites were not exactly 
small, and if their meals were n’t ready on the minute... ! 
Sometimes Karen thought of the days when they threshed 
with oxen, or with a machine which was worked by hand, or 
a horse-whim. All that was over now. How quickly things 
changed in this country! They had left so much behind 
now. 

When the threshing was at last finished, it seemed like a 
breathing-space after a season of war and pestilence: there 
was peace once more, and time to eat and sleep. But now- 
adays the men no longer drove away the wheat in ox-carts, 
nor were they obliged to travel a hundred miles to North- 
ville, for the elevator was only half an hour’s journey away; 
the carts made several journeys in a day, and each heavy 
load was drawn by four spirited horses. Several hundred 
such loads made a difference in the emigrant chest; Kal 
could n’t deny that! 

When there had been three bumper years in succession, 
together with a shortage of wheat in Europe and South Amer- 
ica, which sent prices higher and higher, Siri and Andrew 
began to whisper to each other that the old man could hardly 
shut the emigrant chest properly; in fact, he had to sit on 
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the lid, to make the lock catch! Kal hardly dared to leave 
the house now, he was always afraid of fire; his happiest 
moments were when he was sitting on his bed, and knew that 
there was not even a fire in the kitchen stove. 

At last, at last, he began to build, and of course he began 

~with the outhouses. And when they were finished, and stood 
there, painted red, with white window-frames, everybody 
noticed that they were just like those at Lindegaard in the 
old country, only many times larger. The big house had two 
projecting wings inclosing a farm-yard; in one of them 
Karen kept all her pigs, hens, and turkeys, and in the other 
Kal had his machinery and wagons. In the middle were 
the long red-brick stables for the cows and horses. The 
horses’ stable was far too big, and Kal swore that that darned 
boy Anders was responsible for it; why, there were any num- 
ber of stalls—perhaps forty, perhaps more; he dared not 
count them! But when the horses were in them, stamping 
and neighing, he had to admit that there was a fair number 
of them, too; yes, he wasn’t hard up for something to drive; 
but folks lied when they said he had thirty-eight horses; there 
were at least two short of that. 

When he went into the light, airy stable, and saw all these 
beautiful creatures, and they turned their heads and looked 
at him, he could hardly believe it was true; Kal Skaret must 
be dreaming! Again they all seemed to be saying, “You 
worked so hard in the old days, Kal, carrying and pulling all 
those heavy loads; but we ’ll carry and pull them for you now; 
you can sit on the wagon and take a rest.” He thought of 
his little holding on the hill, and the cow which Ebbe took 
away. 

There was a good-sized heap of planks left over, and what 
was he to do with them? He carted them all over, one day, 
to Anne’s house; she had pigs and hens and a couple of 
cows, but her outhouses were in a very tumble-down condi- 
tion. “So if you’d like this waste stuff, you’re welcome, 
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Anne!” The “waste stuff’ was enough to patch up her out- 
buildings, till they looked as good as new, but when she came 
to thank him, he assured her that those planks had only been 
lying about in his way. Besides, it had been Karen’s idea. 

But his own farm-buildings were not quite as he had in- 
tended them to be. At Lindegaard you could drive up a 
bridge which entered the barn high up at one end, traversed 
the whole length of the building, and passed out again at 
the opposite end; as you drove across this you threw out the 
hay on each side into the hay-lofts down below. What could 
be more convenient? But it wouldn’t do here: the hay- 
carts, drawn by two or four horses, were too big, and you 
could n’t possibly have a door large enough for them to go 
through; there was nothing for it but to do as others did out 
here, first dumping the hay near the wall outside, then 
hoisting it in with what they called a hay-sling, and finally 
dropping it down into the lofts inside. 

Without saying a word to any one Kal had had a room 
made inside the machine-house—a pretty big one, too—of 
which he kept the key. Here he stowed away every year a 
few dozen sacks of wheat. They would be all right there; 
they didn’t need board or clothing, they could just stay 
there. Kal remembered only too well what it had felt like, 
in the old country, when there was n’t a scrap of food in the 
house. And of course, bad times did come again, and lean 
years, when the new settlers were thankful to have him to 
go to, having no credit as yet with the tradespeople. He al- 
ways declared that he preferred cash down, but he would have 
a word with Karen; there might be some way of arranging 
it, all the same. 

At last the young people got their way about the new 
house too, but Kal would n’t have any advice or chatter about 
it; no, he’d had it all planned out in his head years ago. 
The house was long, and painted white, with dormer-windows 
on the high sloping roof—Lindegaard over again; just such 
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a manor-farm as that on which he had worked in times past. 
Kal knew well enough what he wanted, now that he had en- 
tered Paradise. The furnishing was left to the youngsters: 
there were polished floors, and swell furniture, and pictures 
on the walls, of course. But Kal and Karen never moved in 
there, for it wasn’t their idea of comfort; Kal preferred a 
room where he might cut up the tobacco for his pipe on any 
chair he liked. 

He and Karen would often walk to a little distance from 
the farm, and stop to gaze at the new buildings. The two 
old people would stand and review the result of their labors 
during all those long years. Yes, they looked very well, 
those houses did! And Karen’s grove had grown so large, 
it was quite a little wood now, where birds sat and piped in 
the spring. There stood the splendid, big new house, with 
wire-gauze screens over the doors and windows to keep out 
the flies. How it shone against the green foliage of the 
grove! And in the middle of the courtyard, which had at 
last been tidied up, was the windmill, towering up above the 
roofs, and drawing up water from a well, into a butt from 
which pipes carried water for both men and beasts. Close 
by the farm-buildings was the tower-shaped corn silo, in 
which the corn fermented from one year to another. Every- 
thing was in its place. Now, perhaps, they might take their 
rest, and hand over everything to the young people. 

No, not quite yet. It was really extraordinary how the 
Skaret folk had risen in public estimation, once the new 
houses were built. It was “Miss” Siri, with every one 
nowadays. She always wore a hat, and smart town clothes, 
and she had attended classes in Minneapolis. And before 
any one guessed what was up, a man came to propose to her 
—no less than the new lawyer from the town. That was 
something to be proud of! But Kal scratched his head, and 
did n’t know what was to be done. Lose Siri? She’d always 
been such a one to talk to her old dad. 
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Just then Andrew turned up, and announced that he was 
soon getting married, too. The old people stared at him. 
Really! Had he actually been engaged for more than a year? 
Well, she was the daughter of a doctor in Minnesota, .and 
he had n’t liked to bring her over here before the new house 
was built. Fancy that! Was she so particular? 

Kal invited one guest to the wedding whom the young 
folks had to make much of whether they wanted to or not. 
He smartened himself up one day as though he were going 
to church. Then his best horses must be put in the buggy, 
and it was ages before they were groomed to his liking; he 
must have the new nickel-mounted harness, and the smartest 
whip, and finally he drove off to the station. 

The train stopped, and a good many people came trooping 
out of the carriages. Kal stood still, watching them. Pres- 
ently there came along an old, white-bearded, doddering man 
in a homespun suit, his hat rammed down on his head, leaden 
Tings in his ears, and a knapsack on his back. This could 
be none other than his brother Siver, who had taken on 
Skaret after Kal left. He had been left a widower several 
years before, in the little homestead on the gray hillside. 
Then Kal sent him a good round sum to pay his fare out, 
so he started off as soon as he could find a congenial traveling 
companion. And by way of smartening himself up, he had 
bought a stiff black hat; but it was far too large for him, 
and there was a dent in the crown. Good old Siver! 

“How de do, lad?” Kal shouted, seizing him by the hand. 
They stood gazing at each other for a minute, for it was 
twenty years since they last met, and each was thinking, “So 
that ’s what you look like now!” 

How old Siver eyed the fine carriage and spirited horses 
as Kal took the reins and told him to get in! “What’s all 
this? You don’t mean to say this belongs to you, Kal?” 
They chatted all the way home, both talking at once and 
smacking each other on the back: “No! You don’t say so! 
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How time flies!” But they had not quite forgotten all their 
pranks when they were boys together. 

“That ’s where I live!” said Kal, pointing toward the house 
with his whip. Siver stared in amazement. “You—you’re 
crazy, man! You never live there!” Kal had never been 
one to show off, but he could not resist the temptation to 
boast a little to this brother of his from Skaret; he wanted 
to strike him dumb with astonishment. Siver could no 
longer doubt, for they were driving right into the place; it 
must really be Kal’s home. Well, well! The old man pulled 
himself together and asked a question. “I say, Kal, I sup- 
pose you’ve given a very grand name to such a swell farm 
as this?” 

“A name? We call the farm Skaret.” 

“Skaret? Goon! You’re joking!” 

‘Why the devil should n’t it be Skaret? Don’t you think 
that’s a good enough name?” The other shook his head 
and looked ready to cry. It seemed impossible that such a 
splendid place could have the same name as the tiny home 
from which he himself had come. Why, Kal... Kal! 

Such an important guest as Kal’s own brother must of 
course sleep in the main building. He was given the best 
bedroom, next to the one which the doctor was to have when 
he came for the wedding. There was a four-poster, and a fine 
china toilet set; as soon as Siver came into the room, he 
slipped on the polished floor and tumbled down. Kal slapped 
himself on both thighs; he had never had such fun in all his 
life. 

“Well, you’re a boss, and no mistake, Kal,” said his 
brother, looking round him as though he were in Paradise. 
And as soon as they came down to the fine sitting-room, Kal 
must needs light the long, silver-mounted meerschaum pipe 
which his children had given him at Christmas. He pre- 
ferred his brier, but he wanted to show what sort of man he 
really was. 
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His brother went from one bewilderment to another. All 
the splendid horses in the stable, all the machinery, the carts, 
the massive cows and oxen, the countless numbers of pigs 
and poultry—it was all like a dream or a fairy-tale. But 
when Kal took him round his property, and showed him what 
enormous tracts he owned, it seemed as though he ruled over 
the whole world. This was too much, and the old man burst 
out: “No, no, Kal! Dang me if you aren’t lying now!” 

Then came the wedding. All sorts of grand people ar- 
rived; several of the guests wore evening dress, and there 
were healths and speeches. Morten Kvidal was in his ele- 
ment, and proposed the health of the old folks, in a speech 
which made Karen cry. Kal and Siver exchanged glances. 
When cigars and coffee were brought in, they slunk away to- 
gether to the old house, and enjoyed a smoke of good honest 
twist instead. 

One day something happened which Kal had been looking 
forward to for years. He invited his brother to stop on with 
him. He could have a quarter, with a house on it, and horses 
and farm implements. Kal needed him. The children were 
getting married, and he and Karen would be left alone. Or 
if he liked to cast in his lot with them, and live in the same 
little house, he should never want for anything. At first his 
brother could say nothing; he only shook his head; it was 
really too much; he did not know how to express his thanks. 
Ohj-Kal: see Kal4 

He decided to stay. All went well till autumn descended 
on the plains, with gales and sleet and gray mists. Then Si- 
ver began to complain of rheumatism and sleeplessness. He 
had such an ache in his back, such shooting pains in all his 
limbs; they could n’t think how bad he felt! When the first 
snow fell, he came one day and poured out his troubles to 
his brother. He wasn’t happy. Kal must help him to go 
back to the old country, to Skaret. 

All right. Kal gave him another fat bunch of notes, and 
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drove him to the station. But there was no joking this time. 
It’s a sad thing to feel you are seeing your only brother for 
the last time. ‘Remember me to the old country! And to 
Skaret!” So the train carried his brother away, and left 
Kal behind in the flat country. 

_ That winter, the laborers on the farm began to say that 
it was haunted. They could hear something walking about 
in the hay-loft, and sometimes they could even see something 
moving in the dusky corners. The same thing happened in 
other rooms in the outhouse, wherever it was dark: there 
was something walking about with muffled footsteps. Karen 
heard it, and would not admit that she knew what it was. 
But she felt she must go and see whether the brownie really 
had moved into the new houses. 

And soon her son’s young wife would come upon her even 
in the new house—down in the cellars, up in the dark attics, 
in any place where there were unlighted corners. There the 
old woman would stand, but she never liked being discovered. 
She wanted to find out whether the silver spoon, which she 
had secretly buried under the foundations, had enticed the 
wee folk here in good earnest. 

It was mid-harvest, the year after this, when Kal drove 
up to the door one day, and his wife came out to meet him, 
in her Sunday clothes. He had had considerable difficulty in 
persuading her to come, for there were no end of things for 
her to see to just then, as mistress of a large farm. “Where 
are we going?” But Kal would not say. “How long shall 
we be gone?” “Oh, not so very long.” “What a man it 
is!—and always has been!” murmured the old woman, 
getting into the carriage. 

So off they drove. But Kal was still mysterious. He had 
a hamper behind the seat, which Siri, the lawyer’s wife, had 
packed for him yesterday. Where ever could they be going 
to-day? The horses tossed their heads and trotted along, 
first through the town, where there were now two churches, 
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then on past all the farms, farther and farther. Karen be- 
gan to feel anxious; where in Heaven’s name were they 
bound for? Did he imagine that she had time to spare for 
this sort of thing? 

It tickled Kal hugely to see his wife sitting there on ten- 
terhooks. For nearly forty years she had never taken a day 
off. She was the first up in the morning, and the last to 
go to bed at night, working, working away, even while the 
men had their midday rest. That had been her life during 
all those many years. She had never been anywhere, not 
even as far as Northville, since they came out, and had not 
had a new dress until they insisted on arraying her in a 
black silk gown for the young people’s wedding. To-day, 
however, she was out on a spree—and high time, too! 

They were passing through districts which she had never 
seen, and the farms were becoming poorer; just a few hay- 
stacks and a gray frame cottage, with a small piece of culti- 
vated land. These were newly emigrated settlers, who had 
not got on much as yet. Ah, they themselves knew what 
that meant! At last there were only sod huts to be seen, and 
Karen sighed, for she had not forgotten what a winter on 
the prairie was like when one lived in a house of that sort. 
And then they were out on the prairie itself, stretching far 
away under the hot sunshine, brown and green, and violet 
in the dim distance where it merged, like the ocean, into the 
dazzling sky. 

Finally Kal turned off from the road, and she looked at 
him ; what was he up to? She was really getting quite cross; 
whatever could he be thinking of? As if she had time for 
this sort of thing! Why, he was actually unharnessing the 
horses, and turning them loose! Was he quite off his head? 
Next he brought out the hamper. “Let’s sit down in the 
shade of the carriage and take things quietly, old woman!” 
he said. “You sit down there, and I’ll give you something 
nice.” 
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She shook her head, grumbled and scolded, and declared 
she would do nothing of the kind. He must drive back 
straight away; think of all she had to do at home! Now 
what, in Heaven’s name, was the man doing? He pulled out 
a white cloth from the hamper—not one of hers, she could 
tell at a glance—and spread it rather awkwardly on the 
ground. Ah, one could see he wasn’t accustomed to that 
sort of thing! Then out came a bottle, glasses, plates, and 
knives, a silver-covered dish; she knew that; it belonged to 
SitianWellieesaat 

“Come to dinner, old woman!” She sighed, but she had 
to give in. There was a regular feast spread out on the 
grass, and Kal was pouring something out of the bottle. 
“Here ’s luck, Karen.” She didn’t care much for claret, 
but as long as they had to make fools of themselves ... ! 

“Can’t we go back soon?” she suggested, fidgeting. Then 
Kal lifted his glass, as he had seen the great folks do, and 
said: ‘“You’re to have a holiday to-day, old woman. And 
it’s a holiday for me too, to-day, and every day in future. 
This morning Anders took over the farm, so we can take 
a rest now, both of us.” 

This was so bewildering that she could not take it in for 
some time, although it was not altogether unexpected. At 
last he succeeded in calming her down. Yes, she quite un- 
derstood now; but why on earth should they sit here? “Good 
luck, to you, Karen. And thank you.” 

“What in the world are you thanking me for?” 

“Oh, I don’t know. But we’ve been married six and 
thirty years, and we ’ve done a deal of hard work both in the 
old country and out here.” Karen sighed, and gazed into 
space. There never was a truer word, once one started think- 
ing of things. “You’ve been a champion worker, Karen.” 

“Don’t you talk such nonsense, when you know there’s 
such a lot I have n’t been able to get done.” 

“Rubbish! Well both be moving on to the churchyard 
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soon.” That was true, too, and Karen still sat staring into 
space. 

Presently they began to chat, and to feel that they were 
really resting now. They talked about the children. Oluf 
had written and said that he wanted them to leave him either 
the clock or the hammer from Skaret. And Siri would like 
the emigrant chest. Kal scratched his beard, and said he 
must think about it. 

After that, he spread out a horse-blanket, and they lay 
down on it for a little after-dinner nap. Peace had at length 
descended upon Karen also. They stretched themselves out, 
blinking up at the infinite depths of the vast prairie sky ... 
till at last their eyelids closed. They were asleep, and there 
would be no need for them to turn out at dawn to-morrow 
morning. When they woke up, the long holiday would have 
begun. 


x 


Years went by, and the greater number of the old settlers 
were lying in the churchyard. 

It was a day in spring, with a clear blue sky. A white- 
haired woman wearing gold spectacles was driving a motor- 
ear toward the manor-farm of Kvidal. The white house, 
built in the style of a country villa, was surrounded by green 
lawns with concrete paths. She did not stop there, but 
drove on to the back of the farm, where all the red outhouses 
stood; the principal farmers had their own corn-elevators 
nowadays, towering skyward. She made for a small, white, 
one-storied house close to the grove, where she stopped, got 
out, and went indoors. 

An elderly man in blue spectacles and dark overalls was 
doing some carpentry there. He had a square-cut white 
beard and his mop of white hair was still thick, standing up 
in a tuft above his forehead. He turned his head on hear- 
ing the door open. 

“Good morning, Morten.” 

“Good morning. It’s you, isn’t it, Else?” 

“How are you, my friend?” 

“Not getting on very fast.” 

She looked at the helpless man, pottering over some little 
job to pass the time. Fate is a strange thing. He to whom 
America had given scope for all his plans—who had set so 
many things going, and had become more and more pros- 
perous, rising steadily from one position of trust to another— 
he had been stricken down by misfortune just as he was on 
the verge of attaining his dearest wish, to be elected a mem- 
ber of Congress. As he was fixing a carbide lamp, it ex- 
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a widower, and had been pottering about like this for the 
last ten years. Books in Braille-type were limited in number, 
and, worst of all, he could not read the newspapers; how- 
ever, things were rather better now that little Morten, his 
grandson, was getting to be a big boy, and read aloud both 
American and Norwegian papers to him, whenever he could 
spare time from school. 

“Have you come from the hospital?” he asked. 

“Yes, we °ve been having a committee meeting. You can’t 
think what a splendid place it has become, since the latest 
extension. What a pity—what a pity Bergitta could not 
have lived to see it finished !”” 

“H’m.” He moved his head as though his sightless eyes 
could see something through the glasses. “We Norwegians 
have to pay for settling in a flat country. It never suited 
Bergitta from the first.” 

“The second generation have a better time of it than we 
had, Morten.” 

“Yes, as far as money goes. And with all these blessed 
machines and motor-cars. But would you care to change 
places with them? They lack one important thing.” 

“And what may that be, Morten?” 

“Vision, Else. Or homesickness, if you like! They are 
Americans, who know a certain amount of Norwegian— 
that’s all.” 

“Are you still homesick, Morten?” 

“Ha, ha! Can you ask? Do you suppose there has been 
a single day, in all these long years, when I didn’t say to my- 
self, I’m going home, soon, to buy back Kvidal’?” 

“And yet you have always been such a stanch American ?” 

“Well, you see, we who came out here have two souls, and 
two countries. Of course I’m a stanch American now. 
When my two sons went to the war, I said: “That’s quite 
right. They are fighting for America.’ But think of all 
I’ve meant to do in Norway!” 
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“That ’s something like Ola felt.” 

Morten did not smile. Now that this woman was a widow, 
she worshiped the memory of her husband. She would not 
admit that he had had any faults. Whenever she heard any- 
thing that pleased her, it always turned out that Ola had 
had those ideas, too. 

Morten remarked, “It’s a pity he didn’t live to see prohi- 
bition in North Dakota.” 

She sighed. “Yes, after the way he had worked for it.” 

“And how are they getting on with the Norwegian uni- 
versity in Nidaros ?” 

“We’re collecting money; and the response has exceeded 
our expectations. That’s all I can say at present.” She 
stood up, and took his hand. “Good-by, my dear friend. 
And take care of yourself.” 

“Thank you for coming. You must.n’t forget me.” And 
he listened as she drove away. 

Then he went on with his attempts at carpentering. He 
managed pretty well, too, now, for as the years went on his 
hands had learned to take the place of his eyes, and he had 
made a few things which he knew could be used. People 
were kind to him. If any celebrated Norwegian visited 
Nidaros in the course of a lecturing-tour, Morten would be 
sitting in the front row, a sort of Moses in the community. 
“There he is!” they would say. 

When any of their more important countrymen was to be 
buried, the other members of Morten’s household would dress 
the old man in his best suit and top-hat, so that he could 
attend, and at the graveside he would step forward, hat in 
hand, a blind and venerable figure, and make a short speech. 

He had learned by degrees to find his way about the farm, 
with a curious gliding step, and if he approached a wall or 
any other obstacle, some sixth sense would warn him to put 
out his hand and feel in front of him. Most of his rambles, 
indoors or out, were taken in company with his little favorite, 
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Morten, who would hold his hand on their longer expedi- 
tions, and read aloud to him; they suited each other in every 
way: the boy was never tired of hearing stories of the old 
country, or of Grandfather’s old home. 

He came back from school in the afternoon, and made 
straight for his grandfather’s workshop. He had been talk- 
ing English all day, and had heard nothing but English 
spoken by his teachers and companions; yet now he dropped 
quite naturally into his grandfather’s dialect, the language 
of a district where he had never been. 

“YT say—what do you think? Andrew Skaret has been 
elected a senator!” 

“You don’t say so!” the old man passed his hand through 
the boy’s hair. “Well, he deserves it. He’s worked hard 
enough for it, all these years.” And Morten called to mind 
the lad from Skaret, with that big mouth of his, which 
seemed made for calling the cattle on the hills. And one 
fine day it had come in useful on the platforms of the United 
States. “Well, my dear, you run along now, and get some- 
thing to eat; and I’ll come too.” 

He found the nights very long. Memories came and went, 
of the days when he could see and the world seemed made 
just for him and his plans. A short time before his accident, 
he had been driving back in his car from a meeting at North- 
ville. It was a cool day in autumn, and he had a clear view 
across the prairie which had been a wilderness when he and 
the others had come there in their ox-carts, and which was 
now one of the granaries of the world; large and small 
farmers were settled all over it, cultivating thousands of 
square miles; church spires pointed upward, and in the graves 
around them slept many a countryman after his toilsome day. 
It was a new Normandy. How much they could accomplish, 
he thought, once they were far enough away from home! 
Did any one remember now all that it had cost? Those 
groups of trees close to most of the farm-houses, the sacred 
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grove—almost worthy to be called a wood in some cases— 
which the women had planted, bore witness of their unquench- 
able yearning for the land of forests. 

As twilight was falling on that same day, the farmers be- 
gan, by common agreement, to burn the superfluous straw- 
stacks on their spacious corn-lands. He had always loved 
this sight: flames seemed to be rising skyward from every 
corner of the boundless plain, and the darker it grew, the 
more weirdly did all those shifting fires shine up into the 
clear autumn sky, till at last it looked as if the very earth 
were trying to adorn itself with suns—a romance of autumn 
which was renewed every year. That was all past. He 
could never see it again. 

Then his thoughts would stray to the old country, and 
one recollection after another would engross him. A very 
foolhardy plan began to possess him: he would lie and smile 
to himself, as he realized how ridiculous it was. And 
Ferree 

One day he suggested that the boy should accompany him 
on a short visit to Oluf, who had a parish in Iowa. The 
others tried to dissuade him, but little Morten was wild to 
go. Did they imagine he wasn’t capable of looking after 
Grandfather on a journey? They got off in the end. It 
was extraordinary what a lot of clothes and money Morten 
thought it necessary to take, but old folks were often a bit 
fanciful! 

They went farther than Iowa. They went right on to 
New York. And one morning the boy came into his grand- 
father’s room and found the old man chuckling by the 
telephone. 

“What would you say to a trip to the old country, Mor- 
ten?” The boy was struck dumb, and could only shuffle his 
feet and stare. “I have just booked two berths on the ship. 
But you’d better write home; go and get some paper, and 
I’ll dictate to you.” 


XI 


The gangway from the fiord steamer was nothing but a 
plank, and most people would probably find landing a dan- 
gerous job when the sea was rough. The old man was obliged, 
very reluctantly, to accept the help of another passenger, 
who went gingerly ahead, leading him by one hand, while 
the boy came along behind, holding the other. At last he 
stood on the beach, white-haired and white-bearded, well 
dressed, and wearing spectacles. When he moved on a few 
paces, it was with his usual gliding step. He drank in the 
scent of the brine and sea-weed and damp sand, as if it were 
something well known and longed for. Everybody was look- 
ing at him, but no one recognized him. 

The boy was in knickerbockers and a reefer; he had a 
fair, rosy face, with well-cut features, and his eyes were big 
with all the experiences of the journey and of the actual mo- 
ment. Grandfather’s stories had come true! All that he 
had heard about blue fiords and mountains, forest-clad 
heights, boats, sails, swarms of sea-birds—he was seeing it 
all! It was not a dream. It was quite real. This was 
Grandfather’s old home. 

“Morten! Are you there?” 

“Yes, they ve landed our trunk, and here’s the carriage 
from the boarding-house.” 

“They call it a pension in Norwegian.” 

It was not until they were sitting in the carriage that it 
occurred to the old man that there was no one here for him 
to go and see, now. He was a stranger. He knew nothing 
of Kvidal; were the old houses still standing, or had they 
been pulled down? And for the first time he wondered what 


was the use of his coming over here, now that he could not 
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even see anything. After all, though, he could still see after 
a fashion, with the help of his own memory and of little 
Morten, who could see things for him. He bent down to 
the boy and said, in too low a voice for the driver to hear: 
“To you see a white house with red out-buildings at the back, 
on a hill where there are pine-trees growing?” 

“Yes, Grandfather; we’re just going to drive past it. 
And the farm’s exactly like Skaret, out on the prairie.” 

“That ’s Lindegaard, Morten; Kal Skaret worked there 
many a day as a laborer.” The boy opened his eyes wider 
than ever. The old man pointed to the right. “Now, can 
you see two gray houses right away on the hillside, to the 
left of the main road? There ought to be a little wood be- 
hind the byre.” 

The boy looked intently. “Yes, Grandfather. But the 
houses are ‘painted now. They’re red. I can’t see any gray 
ones.” 

“Ah, well, I dare say they ’ve patched them up. That was 
Kal’s home, where the children went hungry and cold many 
a time.” 

At the pension, the two Mortens shared a bedroom. The 
old man insisted on having the window open all night. It 
was midsummer, and he knew that the nights were as light 
as day; he was never tired of lying and listening to the 
waves splashing and dashing on the beach. The sun would 
rise again shortly after midnight, and he could feel the room 
growing red in the sunlight, while a soft breeze fanned the 
curtains, bringing in a smell of the sea, and the tar on the 
boats. Then a tumult of bird voices would rise up into the 
sky, and he could recognize the different cries, as the birds 
perched on the rocks in the harbor, and greeted the dawn; 
there were red-legged oyster-catchers, crested peewits, white 
and black-backed gulls, eider-ducks—Mother in brown and 
Father in black and white. Who could sleep with this 
ecstatic chorus pealing in honor of the sunrise? 
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It took some time for the other guests at table to realize 
what was amiss with his sight, for he quickly learned his 
way about the house, and helped himself from the dishes 
as though he had eyes at his fingers’ ends. He would tuck 
his table napkin under his chin, but in spite of that he some- 
times asked the boy whether he had dropped anything on his 
clothes, and now and then he would touch his collar and tie 
to make sure that they were all in order. 

He listened to the old and young voices around him. 
Most of them were townsfolk, and several said that they had 
read about him in the newspaper. “A well-known American 
over on a visit.” He returned brief answers to their in- 
quiries as to things in America. Were there many Nor- 
wegian parishes there? Oh yes; about four thousand alto- 
gether. And how many clergy? A fair number: about 
three thousand Norwegian Lutherans. Did they preach in 
Norwegian? Oh no, not always. And what about high 
schools? They had a fair number of them. Why had Amer- 
ica become such a rich country? He smiled, and hesitated 
a little before replying, “Because we who went out there were 
so poor that we had to fend for ourselves.” 

He preferred asking endless questions, himself. They 
were astonished to find how he had kept in touch with politi- 
cal matters at home. One might have thought he’d done 
nothing but watch the old country all the time he lived out 
there! And how were things going in the parish? Had 
they made that new road on the opposite side of the fiord, 
which there had been so much talk about in his time? Oh, a 
committee was settling all that, was it? He smiled again. 

Well, well; things went faster on the other side than they 
did here in the Old World. He told them that he had. seen 
whole towns spring up in a few weeks. That the gas-works 
in Nidaros had been finished before people realized that it 
was being built. That in one short generation the farmers 
in Dakota had passed through the whole period of evolution, 
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from the stone age to the century of the motor—an evolu- 
tion which in Europe had taken several thousand years. But 
he mustn’t boast.... And he went on asking questions 
about the parish. 

Really—were people still leaving? The young folks were 
emigrating, and the old folks dying off. Mountain farms 
‘were being turned into seters, and the seters themselves 
were going to rack and ruin. H’m. He bowed his head and 
sighed. He knew well enough that the tide of emigration 
was flowing farther and farther westward. Now that the 
prairie had been cultivated, it was rolling on to the Pacific, 
even to Alaska. Well, it wasn’t for him to judge. 

The neighbors came to inquire about their various ac- 
quaintances. Did he remember Anne Ramsdy, and Per Foll? 
How had their children turned out? Oh, they had n’t done 
badly. Isak, the elder boy, was professor of jurisprudence in 
the university at Madison. The second one carried on the 
farm, in succession to his father. And what about the chil- 
dren of the colonel’s daughter who had eloped with a farm 
laborer? He thought a moment. Well, some of them were 
farmers. The eldest son was a lumber-merchant in Chicago. 
He answered question after question; but the sad thing was 
that none of his own friends came to see him, because they 
were all dead. 

He could not bring himself to ask about Kvidal. Perhaps 
he was afraid of what he might hear. One day the pro- 
prietor asked whether he was not going over there. Yes, he 
had thought of doing so. Well, perhaps he had heard that 
the farm also had been turned into a seter now? The two 
last owners declared that they could n’t keep body and soul 
together there. So the little property had been bought by 
one of the large farms, to pasture cows on during the sum- 
mer. The old man’s head fell forward, as though some one 
had struck him. 

Little Morten and he were strolling along the beach one 


The Emigrants 349 


day, in the warm sunshine. The grandfather stood still. “I 
say, do you see any women about?” No, there was nobody 
at all. “It’s all soft sand here, isn’t it? Not many stones?” 

“No, Grandfather. It’s just fine light-gray sand, as far 
as I can see.” 

Then, to the boy’s consternation, the old man began to un- 
dress. He stood up naked in the sunshine, feeling before 
him tentatively with his toes, and set off in the direction of 
the sea. He waded out, farther and farther, took a header 
into the waves, and disappeared. 

“Grandfather! Grandfather!” screamed the child. The 
white head reappeared, gasping and laughing: “Be quiet, 
lad! I must feel the touch of salt water once more.” 

Another evening a man rowed them out to sea to fish for 
coalfish. It was a grand treat for the boy; gulls swarming 
and shrieking about the boat, while Grandfather wielded his 
rods and hauled in the fish as though he were still a sailor 
in the prime of life. Little Morten would indeed have 
something to talk about when he got back to the prairie. 

At last a day came which saw them driving up the hills 
toward Kvidal. There was nobody there awaiting him, and 
yet he felt that he was going home. The well-known rush 
of Kvidal waterfall greeted his ears. And it seemed to him 
that the mountains, the woods, the hills, and the slopes were 
beginning to call him too: “You belong to us. We are 
you, and you are we.” He was on the point of asking the 
boy in a whisper whether the houses were gray or painted, 
but he stopped himself. Perhaps it was as well not to know 
of any more changes. 

As they approached the farm, he recognized the scent of 
the big old mountain-ash that grew in the yard, and from 
that moment he required no further help. He walked steadily 
toward the porch, his hand grasped the familiar latch, he 
opened the door and walked in, and found himself in the 
well-known atmosphere of Mother and home. 
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“Good day.” A girl stood there churning butter, and she 
asked him to come in and sit down. (But why didn’t 
Mother come out of the bedroom?) He sat for a while in a 
reverie, with eyes closed, breathing that curious, homelike 
air which the new-comers had not succeeded in driving away. 

His mother used to sit by yonder window, during the last 
years of her life—so Mette had told him when she came 
over—and pick out stars in the evening sky, one for each 
of the children who had gone so far, far away from her. 
And perhaps she gazed so long at the stars that at last she 
became reconciled to the course things had taken. 

He must go outside again. “Run along, Morten; you 
need n’t think I can’t find my way about here!” He went 
with a firm step in the direction of the outhouses, walked 
round behind the barn, and began to grope for something. 
“Now where’s the grindstone? What, have you gone the 
way of all flesh, too?” 

Then the boy had to follow him along a path, up which 
the old man went with the same gliding step, just as if his 
feet could see where they were going. He stood still pres- 
ently, and pointed: “Do you see the hill on the other side 
of the river?” 

“Yes, Grandfather.” 

“Are there any corn-fields or meadows there ?” 

“No, there’s nothing but trees.” 

Colaraee 

By and by he sat down on a rock just beyond the farm. 
He knew that the sea lay deep down at the foot of the hills, 
and he fancied he could see the snow-capped mountains be- 
yond the great fiord to the west, and Blaaheia to the north. 
He pulled a handful of leaves from a bush, and sniffed at it. 
He could remember a blue spring evening, with bonfires on the 
hills around, and a boat on the lake, with two girls on board. 
Bergitta and Anne. How long ago! The boy was standing 
a little lower down, looking up at his grandfather, whose 
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white head and beard were clearly outlined against the sky. 
He dared not speak to him. He would just have to go on 
waiting till the old man was ready. 

At night big Morten lay by the open window, meditating 
on destiny. ‘The waves were breaking and murmuring out- 
side, receding and advancing, rising, falling, always in mo- 
tion. He thought of the old tailor who had come home 
seven times, and had always gone back, because happiness 
invariably seemed to be on the other side of the ocean. And 
there were others who had done the same. A young fellow 
would shout, “Hurrah!” for his country one day—and leave 
it the day after. He might become rich in this world’s goods 
in the new country, but he would always feel homesick for 
the old one. 

If you came back, you wanted to leave again; if you went 
away, you longed to come back. Wherever you were, you 
could hear the call of the home-land, like the note of a herds- 
man’s horn far away in the hills. You had one home out 
there, and one over here, and yet you were an alicn in both 
places. Your true abiding-place was the vision of something 
very far off, and your soul was like the waves, always restless, 
forever in motion. Was he not longing already to get back 
to his big farm, Kvidal, with his children and relations 
close by? Wasn’t Bergitta waiting for him in the church- 
yard over there? Well, he would soon be back now. He and 
little Morten would pack up to-morrow. 

He slept and dreamed. What, was he making a poem at 
last? He saw a woman, with the glory of morning about her 
brow, wandering out into the world, and sowing, as she went, 
the corn that she needed for her own land. But was it corn? 
No—it was a host of young men and women. And now he 
understood who the sower was. 
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